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To THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


L I 0 N E V 


EARL OF 


DORSET axv MIDDLESEX. 


| upon aootbay cored 
that I prefix your name to this epiſtle; when, in 
the preface, I declare the book is publiſhed almoſt a- 
gainſt my inclination. But, in all caſes, my lord, you 
have an hereditary right to whatever may be called 
mine. Many of the following pieces were written by 
the command of your excellent father; and moſt of 
. The particular felicity of your birth, my lord; the 
natural endowments of your mind, which, without ſu- 
ſpicion of flattery, I may tell you, are very great; the 
good edcuation with which theſe parts have been im- 
proved; and your coming into the world, and ſeeing 
men very early; make us expect from your lordſhip 
all the good, which our hopes can form in favonr of 
a young nobleman. * Tu Marcellus eris,' our eyes 
and our hearts are turned on you, You muſt be a judge 
and maſter of polite learning ; a friend and patron to 
men of letters and merit; a faithful and able counſel- 
| bor to your prince; a true patriot to your country; an 
ornament and honour to the titles you poſſeſs; and in 
one word, a worthy ſon to the great carl of Dorſet. 
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It is as impoſſible to mention that name, without 
defiring to commend the perſon ; as it is to give him 
the commendations which his virtues Ccſerved. But 
I aſſure myſelf, the molt agreeable compliment I can 
bring your lordſhip, is to pay a grateful reſpect to your 
father's memory. And my own obligations to bim 
were ſuch; that the world muſt pardon my endeavour- 
ing at his character, however I may miſcarry in the 
attempt. 

A thouſand ornaments and graces met in the com- 
poſition of this great man; and contiibuted to make 


is 


him univerſally beloved and efteemed. The 6gure of 


his body was ſtrong, proportionatle, beautiful: and were 
his picture well drawn, it muſt deſerve the praiſe given 
to the portraits of Raphael ; and, at once, create love 
and reſpect. While the greatneſs of his mien inform'd 
men, they were approaching the nobleman; the ſweet- 
neſs of it invited them to come nearer to the patron. 
There was in his Lok and geſture ſomething that is 
more eaſily conceived than deſcribed; that gain'd upon 
you in his favour, before he ſpake one word. His be- 
haviour was eaſy and courteous to all; but diſtinguiih- 
ed and adapted to each man in particular, according to 
his tation and quality. His civility was free from the 
formality of rule, and flowed immediately from his 
good ſenſe. 

Such were the natural faculties and ſtrength of his 
mind, that he had occaſion to borrow very little from 
education; and he owed thoſe advantages to his own 
good parts, which others acquire by ſtudy and imita- 
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tion. His wit was abundant, noble, bold. Wit in moſt 
writers is like a fountain in a garden, ſupply'd by ſe- 
yeral ſtreams brought through artful pipes, and play- 
ing ſometimes agreeably. But the earl of Dorſet's was 
a ſource riſing from the top of a mountain, which for- 
ced its own way, and with inexhauſtible ſupplies, de- 
lighed and inriched the country through which it paſs- 
ed. This extraordinary genius was accompanied with 
ſo true a judgment in all parts of fine learning, that 
whatever ſubject was before him, he diſcourſed as pro- 
perly of it, as if the peculiar bent of his ſtudy had been 
apply'd that way; and he perfected his judgment by 
reading and digeſting the beſt authors, tho” he quoted 
them very ſeldom, 


Contemnehat potius literas, quam neſciebat: 


and rather ſeem'd to draw his knowledge from his own 
ſtores, than to owe it to any foreign aſſiſtance. 

The brightneſs of his parts, the ſolidity of his judg- 
ment, and the candour and generoſity of his temper 
diſtinguiſhed him in an age of great politeneſs, and at 
a court abounding with men of the fineft ſenſe and 
learning. The moſt eminent maſters in their ſeveral 
ways appeal'd to his determination. Waller thought it 
an honour to conſult him in the ſoftneſs and harmony 
of his verſe; and Dr. Sprat, in the delicacy and turn 
of his proſe. Dryden determines by him, under the 
character of Eugenius, as to the laws of dramatic poe- 
try. Butler ow d it to him, that the court taſted his Hu- 
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dibras: Wicherley, that the town liked bis Plain Deal- 
er: and the late duke of Buckingham deferr'd to publiſh 
his Rehearſal ; till he was ſure (as he expreſſed it) 
that my lord Dorſet would not rehearſe upon him a- 
gain. If we wanted foreign teſtimony; La Fontaine 
and St. Evremont have acknowledged, that he was a 
perfect maſter in the beauty and ſineneſs of their lan- 


guage, and of all that they call les Belles Lettres. Nor 


was this nicety of his judgment confived only to books 
and literature; but was the ſame in ſtatuary, painting, 
and all other parts of art. Bernini would have taken his 
opinion upon the beauty and attitude cf a figure; and 
king Charles did not agree with Lely, that my lady 
Cleveland's picture was finiſhed, till it had the appro- 
baticn of my lord Buckhurſt. 


As the judgment which he made of others writings, | 


could not be refuted ; the manner in which he wrote, 
will hardly ever be equal'd. Every one of his pieces is 
nan ingot of gold, intrinſically and ſolidly valuable; ſuch 
as, wrought or beaten thinner, would ſhine through a 
whole book of any other author. His thought was al- 
ways new; and the expreſſion of it fo particularly hap- 
FY. that every body knew immediately, it could only 
be my lord Dorſet's: and yet it was fo cafy too, that 
every body was ready to imagine bimſelf capable of 
writing it. There is a luſtre in his verſes, like that of 
the ſun in Claude Loraine's landſkips; it looks natural, 
and is inimitable. His love verſes have a mixture of 
delicacy and ſtrength :. they convey the wit of Petroni- 
us in the ſoftueſs of Tibullus. His ſatyr indeed is ſo ſe- 
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verely pointed, that in it he appears, what bis great 
frien.! the earl of Rocheſter Chat other prodigy of the 
age) ſays he was; 


The beft good man, with the worſt- natur'd muſe. 


yet even here, that charaQer may juſt'y be applied to 


. him, which Perſius gives of the beſt wiiter in this Kind, 


that ever lived: 


Omne vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
Tangit, et admiſſus circum pracec rdia ludit. 


and the gentleman had always fo much the better of 
the ſatyriſt that the perſors touched did rot know 
Vvhere to fix their reſentments: and were forced to ap- 
pear rather aſhamed than angry. Yet fo far was this 
great author from valuing himſcif upon his works, that 
| he cared not what became of them, though every body 
| elſe did. There are many things of his not extant in 
| writing, which however are always repeated: like the 
| Verſes and ſayings of the ancient Druids, they retain 
| an univerſal veneration; tho” they are preſerved only by 
' memory. 
As it is often ſeen; that thoſe men who are leaſt 
| qualified for buſineſs, love it moſt; my lord Dotſet's 
character was, that he certainly underſtood it, but did 
not care for it. 
Coming very young to the poſſeſſion of two plentiful 
eſtates, and in an age when plcaſure was more in faſhi. 
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mediately related to the public. But whenever the ſafe- 
ty of his country demanded his aſſiſtance, he readily 
entered into the moſt active parts of life; and under- 
went the greateſt dangers, with a coaſt.ncy of mind, 
which ſhewed, that he had not only read the rules of 
philoſophy, but underſtood the practice of them. 

In the firſt Dutch war he went a voluntcer under 
the Duke of York : his bchaviour, ducing that cam- 
paign, was ſuch, as diſtinguiſhed the Sackville deſcend- 


ed from that Hildebrand of the name, who was one of 
the greateſt captains that came into England with the 
Conqueror. But his making a ſong the night before 


the engagement (and it was one of the prettieſt that 


ever was made) carries with it fo ſedate a preſence of 
mind, and ſuch an unuſual gallantry, that it deſerves | 
as much to be recorded, as Alexander's jeſting with his 
ſoldiers, before he paſt the Granicus: or William the 
firſt of Orange, giving order over night for a battle, 
and deſiring to be called in the morning, leſt he ſhould 


happen to ſleep too long. 


From hence, during the remaining part of king | 
Charles's reign, he continued to live in honourable lei- 
ſure. He was of the bed-chamber to the king, and 


poſſeſs d not only bis maſter's favour, but (in a great 
degree) his familiarity; never leaving the court, but 
when he was ſent to that of France, on ſome ſhort 
commiſſions and embaſſies of compliment: as if the 


on thes bufnck; be rerned his parts rather to dooks* 
and converſation, than to politics, and what more im 


* coul, 


king dcligned to ſhow the French, (cho would be "bi 


the 


» of | 


de 
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thooght the politeſt nation) that onz of the fineſt 


gratlemen i in Europe was his ſebjet; and that we d 
a prince who under ſtocd his worth fo well, as not to 


ſuffer him to be long cut of his preſence. 

The ſucceeding reign neither reliſhed my Lord's 
wit, nor approved bis maxims: ſo he retired altogether 
from court. But as the irretrievable miſtakes of that 
unhappy government went on to threaten the nation 
with ſome:hing more terrible than a Dutch war: he 
thought it became him to reſume the courage of his 
youth, and voce more to engage bimfclt in defending 


the liberty of his country. He entred into the prince 


of Oranze's intereſt; and carried on his part of that 


great enterpriſe here in London, and under the eye of 


the court ; with the ſame reſolution, as his friend and 


&llow-patrioc he late Duke of Devonſhire Cid in open 
' arms at Nottingham ; till the dangers of theſe times 
| encreaſed to extremity; and juſt apprebenſions aroſe 


for the ſefety of the princeſs. our preſent glorious 
queen: then the Fail of Dorſet was thought the pro- 


Le guide cf her nec: fory flight, and the perſon un- 
der whote courage and di- eion the nation might moſt 
| kaely truſt a charge fo precious and important. 

After the eſtabliihment of their late maj: (ties upon 
: the throne, ! there was room again at cou:t tor men of 
| wy Lord's charafter. He had a part in the councils of 
thoſe priaces, a great ſhare in t!.cir friendſhip; and all 
the marks of diſtinction, with which a good government 
could reward a patriot. He was made chamberliin of 
their majeſics houſhold, a place which be ſo cminent- 
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ly adorned by the grace of his perſon, and the ſineneſ Aut tb 
of his breeding, and the knowledge and practice of what | on, a 
was decent and magnificent ; that he could only be ri. 
valled in theſe qualifications by one great man, who | the | 
has fince held the ſame t-ff. 

The laſt honours he received from his ſovereign, ' 
(and indeed they were the greateſt which a ſnbject could 
receive) were, that he was made knight of the garter, 
and conſtituted one of the regents of the kingdom, dur. 
ing bis majeſty's abſence. But his health, about that 
time, fenfibly declining; and the public affairs not 
threatned by any imminent danger; he left the buſi- 
nefs to thoſe who delighted more in the ſtate of it; and 
appeared only ſometimes at council, to ſhew his reſpect 
to the commiſſion; giving as much leiſure as he could. 
to the relief of thoſe pains, with which it pleaſed God 
to aſſlict him; and indulging the reficions of a mind, 
that had looked thro? the world with too piercing an 
eye, and was grown weary of the proſpect. Upon the 
whole, it may very juſtly ke faid of this great man, 
with regard to the public, that thro” the courſe of bis. 
life, he afted like an able pilot in a long voyage; con- 
tented to fit quiet in the cabin, when the winds were 
to reſume the helm, when the ſtorm aroſe, and the fea 
grew tumultuous. 

I aſk your pardon, my Lord, if I look yet a little 
more nearly into the late Lord Dorſet's character: if L 
examine it not without ſome intention of finding fault; 
and (which is an odd way of making a panegyric) ſet 
his blemithes and imperfeftions in open view, 
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"The fire of his youth carried him to forme encetihe : 


de they were accompanied with a moſt lvely jnvench 


hat © 


1 


en, and true humour. The liatle violences and ee 
miſtakes of a night too gayly ſpent, (and that we im 


tho | the beginning of life) were always fer right the nent 
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even anger agreeable: while it laſted, he faid and for- 


day, with great humanity, and ample retribution. His 
faults brought their excuſe with them, and his very 
failings bad their beauties. So much ſweetneſs accom- 
panied what he faid, and fo great generoſity what he 
did; that people were always prepoſſeſſed in his fa- 
your: and it was in fact true, what the late Earl of 
Rocheſter faid in jeſt. to king Charles; that he did not 
know how it was, but my Lord Dorſet might do any 
thing, yet was never to blame. 

He was naturally very ſubject to paſſion; but the 


| ſhort guſt was ſoon over, and ſerved only to ſet off the 


charms of his temper, when more compoſed. That 
very paſſion broke out with a force of-wit, which made 


got a thouſand things, which other men would have 
been glad to have ſtudied and- wrote: but the impetu- 
olity was corrected upon a moment's refleQtion ;- and 
the meaſure altered with ſuch grace and delicacy, that 
you could ſcarce perceive where the key was changed. 

He was very ſharp in his reſlections; but never 
in the wrong place. His darts were fure to weund; 
but they were ſure to hit none, but thoſe whoſe fol- 


| hes gave him very fair aim. And when he allowed no 


quarter; he had certainly been provoked by more than 
common error: by men's tedious and circumſtantial re- 
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about Eis own : r 
ence ; oc the mixture of theſe, an ill-judg'd and neven 
cealing civitity: or laſtly, by the tao things which 


were his utter avcrſion; the inũnuation of a flatterer, 


and the whiſper of a calebcarer. 

If therefc-e we ſet the piece in its worſt poſition; 
if its faults be moſt expoſed; the ſhades will ill ap» 
pear very finciy join'd with their lights; and every im- 
perfection wili be diminiſhed by the luſtre of ſome 
neighbouring virtue. But if we turn the great drawings 
and wonderful colourings to their true light; the 
whole muſt appear beautitul, noble, admirable. 

He poſſe ſſed all thoſe virtues in the higheſt degree, 
upon which the pleaſure of ſociety, and the bappineſs of 
life depend: and he exerciſed them with the greateſt 
decency, and beſt manners. As good nature is ſaid, by 
a great author, to belong more particularly to the 
Engliſh, than any other nation; it may again be faid, 
that it belonged more particularly to the late Earl of 
Dorſet, than to any other Engliſhman. 


A kind huſband he was, without fondneſs: and an 


indulgent father, without partiality So extraordinary 
good a matter, that this quality ought indecd to have 
been number'd among his defects: for he was often 
ſerved worſe than became his ſtation from his unwil- 
lingneſs to aſſume an authority too ſevere. And, during 
thoſe little tranſports of paſſion, to which 1 juſt now 


* Sprat. Hiſt, of the Royal Society, 
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ſaid he was ſubject; I have known his ſervants, get 
into his way, that they might make a merit of it im» 

after: for he that had the good fortune to 
be chid, was ſure of being rewarded for it. x 

His table was one of the laſt, that gave us an en- 
ample of the old houſe-keeping of an Eogliſh noble- 
man. A freedom reigned at it, which made every one 
of his gueſts think himſclf at home: and an abun- 
dance, which ſhewed that the maſtcr's hoſpitality ex- 
tended to many more, than thoſe who had the honour 
to ſit at table with him. 

In his dealings with others; his care and exaftneſs, 
that every man ſhould have his due, was ſuch, that you 
would think he had never ſeen a court: the politeneſs 
and civility with which this juſtice was adminiſtred, 
would convince you he never had lived out of one.. 

He was fo ſtrict an obſerver of his word, that no 
conſideration whatever could make him break. it; yet 
fo cautious, leſt the merit of his act ſhould aniſe from 
that obligation only; that be uſually did the greateſt 
favours, without making any previous promiſe. So in- 
violable was he in his friendſhip and fo kind to the 
character of thoſe, whom he had ance honoured with a 
more intimate acquaintance; that nothing leſs than a 
demonſtration of ſome eſſential fault, could make him 
break with them: and then too, his good nature did 
not conſent to it, without the greateſt reluftance and 
difficulty. Let me give one inſtance of this 
many. When, as lord chamberlain, he was obliged to 
. who had 

Vol. I. b 
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lag before put himſelf out of a poſſibility of receiving 
any or from the court: my Lord allowed him an | 
equivalent, out of his own eſtate. However diſpleaſed 
with the conduct of his old acquaintance, he reſie ved 
OO» — —— — 
private; in public, be extenuated and piticd his error. 

The foundation indeed of theſe excellent qualities, 
and the perfeQtion of my Lord Dorſet's character,. was 
tenoar of his life ; and fat as viſibly predominant over 
the other faculties of his foul; as ſhe is faid to do in 
heaven, above her ſiſter virtues. 

Cronds of poor daily throng'd his gates, expecting 
thence their bread : and were ſtill leſſened by his ſend- 
ing the moſt proper objects of his bounty to apprentice- 
ſhips, or hoſpitals. The lazar and the ſick, as he acci- 
dentally faw them, were removed from the fireet to 
the phyſician, and many of them not only reftored to 
health ; but ſupplied with what might enable them to 
refame their former calliogs, and make their future life 
happy. The prifoncr has often been relcaſed, by my 
Lord's paying the debt; and the condemned has been 
ſaved by his interceffion with the ſovereign ; where he 
thoughe the letter of the law too rigid. To thoſe whoſe 
crcumftances were fuch as made them aſhamed of their 
poverty, he knew how to beſtow his munificence, with- 
out offending their modeſty ; and under the notion of 


frequent preſents, gave them what amounted to a ſub- I 
; 
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fſtence. Many yet alive know this to be true, though 
he told it to none, nor cver was more uncafy, than 
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when any one mentioned it to him. 

We may fad en the Gracks and Leiden, The 
bullus, and Gallus; the noblemen that writ poetry: 
Auguſtus and Maccenas; the proteQors of learning: 
ariſtides the good citizen; and Atticus, the well-bred 
friend: and bring them in, hee anda 4 
lit. But for his charity, my Lord, we can fare find 
a parallel in biſtory itſelf. 

Titus was not more the delicice bumani generis, 
on this account, than my Lord Dorſet was. And, with- 
out any exaggeration, that prince did not do. mere 
good in proportion out of the revenue of the Romas 
empire, than your father out of the income of a pri- 
vate eſtate. Let this, my Lord, remain to you and yuur 
poſterity a poſſeſſion for ever; to be imitated, and if 
poſſible, to be excelled. a 

As to my own particular, 1 ſcarce knew what lifs 
was, ſooner than I found myſelf obliged to his favour; 
nor have had reaſon to feel any forrow, ſo ſenſibly as 
that of his death. 


lle dies quem ſemper acerbum 1 
Semper honoratum (fic Di voluiſtis) habebo. 


Aeneas could not refic upon the loſs of his own 
father with greater piety, my Lord, than I mult recall 
the memory of yours: and when I think whoſe fon I 
am writing to, the leaſt ] promiſe myſelf from your 
goodneſs is an uninterrupted continuance of favour, 
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and a friendſhip for life. To which, that I may with 
fame juſtice intitle myſelf, I fend your Lordſhip a de- 
dication, not filled with a long detail of your praiſes, 
but with my fincereſt wiſhes that you may deſerve 
them. That you may employ thoſe extraordinary parts 
and abilities with which heaven has bleſſed you, to the 
honour of your family, the benefit of your friends, and 
the good of your country; that all your actions may 
be great, open and noble, fuch as may tell the world 
whoſe fon and whoſe fucceſſor you are. 

What I now offer to your Lordſhip is a collection 
of poetry, a kind of garland of good will. If any ver- 
* of my writing ſhould appear in print, under another 
name and patronage, than that of an Earl of Dorfer, 
people might ſuſpect them not to be genuine. I have 
attained my preſent end, if theſe poems prove the di- 
verſion of ſome of y:ur youthful hours, as they have 
deen occaſionally the amuſment of ſome of mine; and 
F humbly bope, that as I may hereafter bind up my 
faller ſheaf, and lay ſome pieces of a very different na- 
ture (the product of my ſeverer ſtudies) at your Lord- 
ſhip's feet, | ſhall engage your more ſerious reflection: 
happy, if in all my endeavours 1 may contribute to 
your delight, or to your inſtruction, I am, with all du- 
ty and reſpect. 

Mr Lox vd. 
Your Lordſhip's 
molt Obedicnt, and 
.moſt Humble Servant, 
MAT. PRIOR, 
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22 of what I have written having 
been rake e ber Soghy ev to tied 
ol the miſcellanies, it would be too late for me to make 
| any excuſe for appearing in Print. But a colleftion of 
me the honour of ſame things that did not belong to 
me; and has tranſcribed others ſo imperfectiy, that I 
| hardly knew them to be mine. This bas obliged me, 
in my own defence, to look back upon ſome of thoſe 
lighter ſtudies, which I ought long fince to have quit- 
ted, and to publiſh an indifferent collection of poems, 
for fear of being thought the author of a worſe. 

Thus | beg pardon of the pablic for reprinting ſome 
pieces, which, as they came ſingly from their firſt im- 
preſſion, bave (I fancy) lain long and quietly in Mr. 

| Tonfon's ſhop; and adding others to them, which were 
never before printed, and might have lain as quietly, 
and perhaps more ſafely, in a corner of my own ſtudy. 

The reader will, I hope, make allowance for their 
having been written at very diſtant times, and on very 

_, Gfferent occaſions; and take them as they bappen to 
> me, public panegyrics, amorous odes, ſerious reflee> 
tions, or idle tales, the product of his leiſure hours, 

| who had buſineſs enough upon his hands, and was on- 

I a poet by accident. 


xviii PREFACE. 


F take this occaſion to thank my good friend and 
the Carmen Seculare, though my gratitude may j 
carry a little envy with it; for I believe the moſt ac- 
_ nal. | er 
I muſt likewiſe own myſelf obliged to Mrs. Singen ing ot 
who has given me leave to print a paſtoral of ber writ then, 
ing; that poem having produced the verſes immediate - more 
ly following it. | wiſh ſhe might be prevailed with to tered 
publilh ſome other pieces of that kind, in which the the fir 
ſoftneſs of her ſex, and the fineneſs of her genius, con- 


ſpire to give her a very diſtinguiſtiing character. 


and. 


POST-SCRIPT. 


r 
er. that there is ten years diftance between my writ- 
agen ing one and the other; and that (whatever I thought 
writ then, and have ſomewhere ſaid, that | would publiſh no 
liate- more poetry) he will find ſeveral copies of verſes ſcat- 
th to tered through this edition, which were not printed in 
the the firſt. Thoſe relating to the public hand inthe order 
con» they did before, and according to the ſeveral years, in 
which they were written; however the diſpoſi ion of our 
- national affuirs, the actions, or the fortunes of ſome 
men, and the opinions of others may have changed. 
Proſe and other human things may take what turn they 
an; but poetry, which pretends to have fomething of 
divinity in it, is to be more permanent. Odes once 
printed, cannot well be altered, when the author has al- 
ready ſaid that he expects his works ſhould live forever. 
And it had been very fooliſh in my friend Horace, if 
dme years after his Exegi Monzamentum, be ſhould 

| have defired to ſee his building taken down again. 
The dedication likewiſe is reprinted to the carl of 
| Dorſet, in the foregoing leaves, without any alteration; 
though I had the faireſt opportunity, and the Rongeſt 
mclination to have added a great deal to it. The bloom- 
wy hopes, which I ſaid the world expected from my 
then very young patron, have been confirmed by moſt 
noble and diſtinguiſhed ficſt- fruits; and his lite is go- 


=X POST-SCRIPT. 

ing on towards a plentiful barveſt of all accumulated 
virtues. He has, in fat, exceeded whatever the fond. 
neſs of my wiſhes could invent in his favour : his e- 
qually good and beautiful lady enjoys in him an indul. 
gent and obliging huſband; his children, a kind and 
careful father; and his acquaintance, a faithful, gene- 8 
to the perſuaſion of his eloquence; and have been con- 
viaced by the ſolidity of his reaſoning. He has, long ( 
face, deſerved and attained the honour of the garter. 
He has managed ſome of the charges of the kinydom 
with known ability; and laid them down with entire 
diGatereſſment. And as he continues the exerciſes of 
theſe eminent virtues (which that he may to a very old 
age, ſhall be my perpetual with) he may be one of the 
greateſt men that our age, or poſſibly our nation has 
bred; and leave materials for a panegyric, not unwor- 
thy the pen of ſome future Pliny. x 
From fo noble a ſubject as the earl of Dorſet, to ſo 
mean a one as myſelf, is (I confeſs) a very Pindaric 
tranſition, I ſhall only fay one word, and trouble the 
reader no further. I publiſhed my poems formerly, as 
Monſieur Jourdaia fold his falk: he would not be thought 
a tradeſman; but ordered ſome pieces to be meaſured 
out to his particular friends. Now I give up my ſhop, 
and diſpoſe of all my poetical goods at once: I muſt” 
therefore deſire, that the public would pleaſe to take 
them in the groſs; ne Gat every badly won's cnn© 
ver what be does not like. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


On Exodus iii. 14. I am that I am. 


AN OD E. 


Written 1688, as an Exerciſe at St. Jon x's College, 
CAMBRXALULGE, 


2 


AN! fooliſh man! 

Scarce know ſt thou how thyſelf began; 
Scarce haſt thou thought enough to prove thou art; 
Yet ſteel'd with ſtudy'd boldncts, thou dar'ſt try 
To ſend thy doubting reafun's daaled eye 
Through the myſterious gulph of vaſt immenſity. 
Much thou canſt there diſcern, much thence impart, 

Vain wretch! ſuppreis thy knowing pride; 
Mortifie thy learned luſt: | 
Vain are thy thoughts, while thou thyſelf are duſt. 
II. 
Let wit her ſails, her oars let wiſdom lend; 
The helm let politic experience guide: 
vo. I. A 
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Yet ceaſe to hope thy ſhort-liv'd bark ſhall ride 
Down ſpreading fate's unnavigable tide. 
What, tho” ſtill it farther tend? 
Still "tis farther from its end; 
And, in the boſom of that boundleſs ſea, 
Still finds its error lengthen with its way 
III. 

With daring pride and inſolent delight 
Your doubts refolv'd you boaſt, your labours crown'd; 
And, ETA your God, forſooth is found 
Incomprehenſible and infinite. 

But is he therefore found? vain ſearcher! no: 

Let your imperfect definition ſhow, 

That nothing you, the weak definer, know. 
IV. 

Say, why ſhould the collected main 

Itſelf within itſelf contain? 

Why to its caverns ſhould it ſometimes creep, 

And with delighted ſilenee fleep 
On the lov'd boſom of its parent deep ? 

Why ſhou'd its num tous waters ſtay 
In comely diſcipline, and fair array, 

Till winds and tides exert their high command? 

Then prompt and ready to obey, 

Why de the riling furges ſpread 
Their op'ning ranks o'er earth's ſubmiſſive head, 
„ e ee 


8 
Wich meaſur d ſteps his radiant journeys run? 
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Why does he order the diurnal hours 

To leave carth's other part, and rife in ours? 

Why does he wake the correſpondent moon, 

And fill her williag lamp with liquid light, 

Commanding her with delegated pow'rs | 

To beautific the world, and bleſs the night? | 
Why does each animated ſtar 

Love the juſt limits of its proper ſphere: 
Why does each conſenting ſign 
With prudent harmony combine 

In turns to move, and ſubſequent appear, 

To gird the globe, and regulate the year? 

VI. 


Man does with dangerous curioſity 
Theſe unfathom'd wonders try : 
With fancy'd rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and motion he reſtrains ; 
And ſtudy'd lines and fiftious circles draws : 
Then with imagin'd ſov'raignty 
Lord of his new hypotheſis he reigns. 
He reigns: how long? till ſome uſurper riſe; 
And he too, mighty thoughtful, mighty wiſe, 
Studies new lines, and other circles feigns. 
From this laſt toil again what knowledge flows? 
Juſt as much, pethaps, as ſhews, 
That all his predeceffors rules 
Were empty cant, all jargon of the ſchools; 
That he on t'others ruin rears his throne ; 
own. 
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VII. 
. 
Movntainous heaps of wonders riſe; 
Whoſe tow'ring firength will ner ſubmit To! 
To reaſon's batteries, or the mines of wit: f 
Yet ſtill en quit ing. ſtill miſtaking man, 
Each hour repuls d, each hour dare onward preſs; 
And levelling at God his vandring gueſs, 
(That feeble engine of his reaſoning war, 
Which guides his doubts, and combats his deſpair) 
Laws to his maker the learn'd wretch can give: 
Can bound that nature, and preſcribe that will, 
Whoſe pregnant word did either ocean fill: 

Can tell us whence all beings are, and how they move 
Thro? either ocean, fooliſh man (and live. 
That pregnant word ſent forth again, 

Might to a world extend each atom there; 
For every drop call forth a ſea, a heav'n for every ſtar. 
VIII. 
Let cunning earth her fruitful wonders hide; T 
And only lift thy ſtaggering reaſon vp 

To trembling Calvary's aſtoniſh'd top; 

Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride, 

Explaining how perfection ſuffer'd pain, 

Almighty languiſh's, and eternal dy'd : 

How by her patient victor death was flain; 

And earth profan'd, yet bleſs'd with deicide. 

Then down with all thy boaſted volumes, down ; 

Only reſerve the facred one: 

Low, reverently low, 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
Make thy ſtubborn knowledge bow ; 


; Weep out thy reaſon's, and thy body's eyes; 


Deject thyſelf, that thou may'ſt riſe ; 


To look to heav'n, be bliad to all below. 


IX. 

Then faith, for reaſon's glimmering light, ſhall give 

Her immortal perſpective; 
And grace's preſence nature's loſs retrieve : 
Then thy enliven'd foul ſhall fee, 
That all the volumes of philoſophy, 
With all their comments, never cou'd invent 

So politic an inſtrument, 
To reach the heav'n of heav'ns, the high abode, 
Where Moſes places his myſterious God, 
As was that ladder which old Jacob rear'd, 
When light divine had human darkneſs clear'd; 
And his enlarg'd ideas found the road, 
Which faith had dictated, and angels trod. 


To the CounTEss of EXE TER, 


Playing on the Lute. 


War charms you have, from what high race 
you ſprung, 
Have been the pleaſing ſubjects of my ſong: 
Unſkill'd and young, yet ſomething ſtill I writ, 
Of Ca' ndiſh beauty join'd to Cecil's wit. 
But when you pleaſe to ſhow the lab'ring muſe, 
What greater theme your muſic can produce; 
A 3 
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My babling praiſes I repeat no more, | 
But hear, rejoice, ſtand filent, and adore. 
The Perſians thus firſt gazing on the ſun, 
Admir'd how high t'was plac', how bright it ſhone ; 
But, as his pow'r was known, their thoughts were rais'd; 
And ſoon they worſhip'd, what at firſt they prais'd. 
Fliza's glory lives in Spenſer's ſong ; 1 
And Cowley's verſe keeps fair Orinda young. 
That as in birth, in beauty you excell, 
The muſe might dictate, and the poet tell: | 
Your art no other art can ſpeak ; and you, 
To ſhow how well you play, muſt play anew : | 
Your muſic's pow 'r your muſic muſt diſcloſe ; 
For what light is, tis only light that ſhows. 5 
Strange force of harmony, that thus controuls | 
Our thoughts, and turns and ſanctiſes our ſouls: 
While with its utmoſt art your ſex could move 
Our wonder only, or at beſt our love: 


——— 


Tou far above both theſe your god did place, Pre 
That your high pow'r might worldly thoughts de- D 
ſtroy; 11 


That with your numbers you our zeal might raiſe, 
And, like himſelf. communicate your joy. 

When to your native heav'n you ſhall repair, 
And with your preſence crown the bleſſings th 
Your lute may wind its ſtrings but little higher, 
To tune their notes to that immortal quire. 
Your art is perfect here, your numbers do, * 
Mor hn bn ak tre won. \ 
That there's a heav'n, by what he hears below. 


dz 


— — ens 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
As in ſome piece, while Luke his kill expreſt, 


A cunning angel came, and drew the reſt: 


So when you play, ſome godhead does impart 
Harmonious aid, divinity helps art; 

Some cherub finiſhes what you begun, 

And to a miracle improves a tune. 

To burning Rome when frantic Nero play'd, 
Viewing that face, no more he had ſurvey'd 

The raging flames; but ſtruck with ſtrange ſurpriſe, 
Confeſs'd them leſs than thoſe of Anna's cyes: 

But, had he heard thy lute, he ſoon bad found 

His rage cluded, and his crime atton d: 

Thine, like Amphion's hand, had wak'd the ſtone, 
And from deſtruction call'd the riſing town : 

Malice to muſic had been forc'd to yield; 

Nor could he burn ſo faſt, as thou could'ſt build. | 


PiceTURE of SENECA dying in a Bath. By Jox- 
DAIN. At the right honourable the EAxL of Ex x- 


TER's at Burleigh - houſe. 

WHILE cruel Nero only drains 
The moral Spaniard's ebbing veins, 

By ſtudy worn, and flack with age, 
How dull, how thoughtleſs is his rage? 
Heighten'd revenge he ſhould have took; 
He ſnould have burnt his tutor's book; 
And long have reign'd ſupreme in vice: 
One nobler wretch can only riſe ; 
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Tia he whoſe fury ſhall deface 

The ſtoic's image in this piece. 

For while unhurt, divine Jordain, 

Thy work and Seneca's remain, 

He ſtill has body, ſtill has ſoul, 

And lives and ſpeaks, reſtor d and whole. 


ANODE E. 


I. 


== blooming youth, and gay delight 
Sit on thy roſy cheeks confeſt, 
Thou haſt, my dear, undoubted right 
To triumph o'er this deſtin'd breaſt. 
My reaſon bends to what thy eyes ordain ; 
For I was born to love, and thou to reign. 
II. 
But would you meanly thus rely 
On power, you know, I muſt obey ? 
Exert a legal tyranny; 
And do an ill, becauſe you may ? 
Still muſt I thee, as atheiſts heav'n adore; 
Not fee thy mercy, and yet dread thy power ? 
III. 
Take head, my dear, youth flies apace ; 
As well as Cupid, time is blind: 
Soon mult thoſe glories of thy face 
The fate of vulgar beauty find : 


Aub 
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| The thouſand loves, that arm thy potent eye, 


. — and die. 


Then wile thou figh, 13 
A hateful wrinkle more appears; 
And puttiog peeviſh humours on, 
Seems but the fad effect of years: 
Kindneſs itſclf too weak a charm will prove, 
To raiſe the feeble fires of aged love. 
V. 
Forc'd compliments, and formal bows 
Wil ſhew thee juſt above neglect: 
The heat with which thy lover glows, 
Will ettle into cold refpet: 
A talking dull platonic I ſhall turn; 


Learn to be civil, when I ceaſe to burn. 


Au That 


VI. 
Then ſhun the ill, and know, my dear. 
The only pillars fit to bear 
So vaſt a weight, as that of love. 
If thou canſt wiſh to make my flames endure, 
Thine muſt be very fierce, and very pure. 
VIL. 
Haſte, Celia, haſte, while youth invites, 
Obey kind Cupid's preſent voice; 
Fill ev'ry ſenſe with ſoft delights, 
And give thy foul a looſe to joys: 
Let millions of repeated bliſſes prove, 
That thou all kindneſs art, and I all love. 


_ 
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| VIII. 
Be mine, and only mine; take care 
Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams to guide 
To me alone; nor come fo far, 
What men e'er court thee, fly em, and believe 
They're ſerpents all, and thou the tempted Eve. 
IX. 
So ſhall I court thy deareſt truth, 
When beauty ceaſes to engage; 
I'll love it o'er again in age: 
Zo time itſelf our raptures ſhall improve, 
While ſtill we wake to joy, and live to love. 


An EPISTLE to Fi.EETwooD 
SHEPHARD, Eſq; 


Burleigh, May 14, 168g. 


SIR, 


A once a twelvemonth to the prieſt, 
Holy at Rome, here antichriſt, 

The Spaniſh king preſents a Jennet, 

To ſhew his love; — That's all that's in it: 

For if his Holineſs would thump 

His reverend bum gainſt horſe's rump, 

He might b' equipt from his own ſtable 

With one more white, and cke more able. 
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Or as with Gondola's and men, his 
Good excellence the Duke of Venice 
(1 wiſh, for rhime, t had been the king) 
Sails out, and gives the gulph a ring ; 
Which trick of ſtate, he wiſely maintains, 
Keeps kindneſs up 'twixt old acquaintance: 
For elſe, in honeſt truth, the ſea 
Has much leſs need of gold, than he. 
Or, not to rove, and pump one's fancy 
For Popiſh ſimilies beyond ſea; 
As folks from mud-wall'd tenement 
Bring landlords pepper corn for tent; 
Preſent a turkey, or « hen 
To thoſe might better ſpare them ten: 
Ev'n fo, with all ſubmiſſion, I 
(For firſt men inſtance, then apply) 
Send you each year a homely letter, 
Who may return me much a better. 
Then take it, Sir, as it was writ, 
To pay reſpect, and not ſhow wit: 
Nor look aſkew at what it faith; 
There's no petition in it. faith. 
Here ſome would ſcratch their heads, and try 
What they ſhould write, and how, and why; 
But I conceive, ſuch folks are quite in 
Miſtakes, in theory of writing. 
If once for principle 'tis laid, 
That thought is trouble to the head ; 
I argue thus: the world agrees, 
That he writes well, who writes with caſe: 
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And means, the poet wakes the god. 
- GBegyptian gard' ners thus are ſaid to 
Have ſet the leeks they after pray'd to; 


= 
i 


Then he, by ſequel logical, 
© Writes beſt, who never thinks at all. 


Verſe comes from heav'n, like inward light; 
Mere human pains can ne'er come by t; 
The god, not we, the poem makes ; | 
We only tell folks what be ſpeaks. 
Hence, u hen anatomiſts diſcourſe, 
Ho like brutes orgins are to ours; 
| They grant, it higher powers think fit, 
A bear might ſoon be made a wit; | 
And that, for any thing in nature, 

' Figs might ſqueak love-odes, dogs bark fatyr. 

Memnon, tho? ſtone, was counted vocal; 

- But twas the god, mean while, that ſpoke all, 
Rome ofi has heard a croſs haranguing: 
With prompting prieſt behind the hanging: 
The wooden head refolv'd the queſtion ; 
While you and Pettis help'd the jeſt on. 

Your crabbed rogues that read Lucretivus, 
Are againſt gods, you know ; and teach us, 
The god makes not the poet; but 
The theſis, vice-verſa put, 

Should Hebrew-wiſe be underſtood ; 


Egerer o Popup 


And Romith bakers praiſe the deity 

They chipp'd, while yet in its paniety. 

That when you poets ſwear and cry, 

The god inſpires; I rave, I dic; * 
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I inward wind does truly fwell ye, 
er muſt be the cholic in your belly: 


; 
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That writing is but juſt like dice, 

And lucky mains make people wiſe: 

That jumbled words, if fortune throw em. 

Shall, well as Dryden, form a poem; 

Or make a ſpeech, correct and witty, 

As you know who—— at the committee. 
So atoms dancing round the center, 


| They urge, made all things at a venture. 


But granting matters ſhou'd be ſpoke 


By method, rather than by luck; 


This may confine their younger ſtiles, 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Will's; 
But never cou'd be meant to tye 
Authentic wits, like you and I: | 
For as young children, who are try'd in 
Go-carts, to keep their ſteps from ſliding; 
When members knit, and legs grow ſtronger, 
Make uſe of ſuch machine no longer; 

But leap pro liditu, and ſcout 

On horſe call'd hobby, or without : 

$ when at ſchool we firſt declaim, 

Old Buſbey walks us in a theme, 

Whoſe props ſupport our infant vein, 

And help the rickets in the brain: 


| But when our ſouls their force dilate, 
+ And thoughts grow up to wit's eſtate; 


. In verſe or proſe, we write or chat, 
Not ſix· pence matter upon what. 


Vor. I. B 
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'Tis not how well an ambor fays; 
But "tis how much, that gathers praiſe. 
Tonſfon, who is bimfclf a wit, 

Counts writers merits by the ſheet. 
Thus each ſhould down with all he thinks, 
As boys eat bread, to fill up chinks. 

Kind Sir, 1 ſhould be glad to fee you; 
I hope y are well; fo God be wi'you; 
Was all I thought at firſt to write: 

But things ſince then, are aker'd quite; 
Fancies flow in, and muſe flies high : 
30 God knows when my clack will lye: 
I muſt, Sir, prattle on, as afore, 

And beg your pardon yet this half hour. 

So at pure barn of loud Non-con, 
Where with my granam I bave gone, 
When Lobb had fifted all his text, 

And I well hop'd the pudding next; 
Now to apply, has plagu'd me more, 
Then all his villain cant before. 

For your religion, firſt, of her 

Your friends do ſav ry things aver: 
They fay, ſhe's honeſt, as your claret, 


Not ſowr'd with cant, nor ſtum d with merit; 


Your chamber is the ſole retreat 
Of chaplains ev'ry Sunday night: 
OF grace, no doubt, a certain fign, 
When lay-man herds with man divine: 
For if their fame be juſtly great, 


Who would no Popiſh nunc io treat; 
3 
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That his is greater, we muſt grant, 
Who will treat nuncio's Proteſtant. 
One ſingle poſitive weighs more, 
You know, than negatives a ſcore. 
In politics, I hear, you re ſtanch, 
| Diredtly bent againſt the French; 
' Deny to have your free-born tos 
Dragoon'd into a wooden ſhoe: 
Are in no plots ; but fairly drive at 
The public weltare, in your private: 
And will, for England's glory try 
Turks, Jews, and J<ſvits to defy, 
And keep your places "till you die. 
For me, whom wandring fortune threw 
From what I lov'd, the town and you; 
Let me juſt tell you how my time is 
Paſt in a country life. Imprimis, 
As ſoon as Phoebus” ruys inſpect us, 
Firſt, Sir, I read, and then I breakfaſt; 
80 on, 'till foreſaid god does ſet 
I fometimes ſtudy, ſometimes eat. 
Thus, of your heroes, and brave boys, 
With whom old Homer makes ſuch noife, 
The greateſt actions I can find, 
Are, that they did their work, and din'd. 
The books of which I'm chiefly fond, 
Are ſuch as you have whilom con'd ; 
That treat of China's civil law, 
And ſubject's right in Golconda ; 
Of highway-clephants at Ceylan, 
B 3 
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That rob in clans, like men o' th* Highland; 

Ot apes that ſtorm, or keep « town, 

As well ahnoſt as Count Lauzun ; 

Of unicorns and alligators, 

Elks, mermaids, mummies, witches, ſatyrs, 

And twenty other ſtranger matters; 

Which, tho” they're things I've no concern in, 

Make all our grooms admire my learning. 
Critics I read on other men, 

And hypers upon them again; 

From a hoſe remarks | give opinion 

On twenty books, yet ne'er look in one. 

Then all your wits that flear and ſham, 
Down from Don Quixot to Tom Tram; 
From whom I jeſts and puns purloin, 

And flily put em off for mine: 
Fond to be thought a country wit: 
The reſt, hen fate and you think fit. 

Sometimes I climb my mare, and kick her 
To bottl'd ale, and neighbouring vicar ; 
Sometimes at Stamford take a quart, 

Squire Shephard's health, wich all my heart. 

Thus, without much delight, or grief, 

- I fool away an idle life; 
Till Shadwell from the town retires, 

| (Choak'd up with fame and ſea-coal fires,) 
To bleſs the wood with peaceful lyric; 
Then hey for praiſe and panegyric ; 

Juſtice reftor'd, and nations freed, 

And wreaths round William's glorious head. 
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To the CounTzss of Donszr. Written in her 
MIL TO. By Mr. BaaDaury. 


L. E here how bright the firſt-born virgin ſhone, 
And how the firſt fond lover was unden. 
Such charming words, our beautcous mother ſpoke, 

As Milton wrote, and ſuch as yours her look. 

Yours, the beſt copy of th' original face, 

Whoſe beauty was to furniſh all the race: 
Such chains no author could efcape but he; 
There's no way to be ſafe, but not to ſee. 


To the Lady Du IAS LI, on the ſame ſubjeft. 


malig dov nd Gee bang, 
And how by fin Eve's blaſted charms decay'd; 
Our common loſs unjuſtly you complain ; 
So ſmall that part of it, which you ſuſtain. 
You till, fair mother, in your offspring trace 
The ſtock of beauty deſtin d for the race; 
Kind nature, forming them, the pattern took 
From heav'n's firſt work, and Eve's original look. 
You, happy faint, the ſerpent's pow'r controul : 
Scarce any actual guile defiles your ſoul : 
And hell does o'er that mind vain triumph boaſt, 
Which gains a beav'n for carthly Eden loſt. 
Wich virtue ſtrong as yours had Eve been arm'd, 
In vain the fruit bad bluſh'd, or ſerpent charm'd:; 
Nor had our bleſs by penitence been bought ; 
Nor had frail Adam fall'n, nor Milton wrote. 
B 3 
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2. 


To my Lon» BucxH#unsrT, very young, 
playing with a Cat. 


nr youtd, whoſe rander bread 3 
Was by his darling cat poſſeſh, | 

Obtain'd of Venus his deſire, | 
Howe er irregular his fire: 
Nature the pow'r of love obey'd: 
The cat became a bluſhing maid; 
And, on the happy change, the boy 
Employ'd his wonder, and his joy. \ 

Take care, O beauteous child, take care, 1 
Leſt thou prefer fo raſh a pray'r: 
Nor vainly hope, the queen of love I 
Will e'er thy fav'rite's charms improve. 
O quickly from her ſhrine retreat; \ 
Or tremble for thy darling's fate. 

The queen of love, who ſoon will ſce 
Her own Adonis live in thee, 1 
Will lighely ber firſt loſs deplere :; 
Will eafily forgive the boar: 
Her eyes with tears no more will flow; 
With jealous rage her breaſt will glow : 
And on her tabby rival's face 
She deep will mark her new diſgrace. 
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I. 
WI. from our looks, fair nymph, you gueſs 
The ſecret paſſions of our mind; 


My heavy eyes, you ſay, confeſs, 
A heart to love and grief inclin'd. 
II. 
There needs, alas! but little art, 
To have this fatal ſecret found; 
With the ſame cafe you threw the dart, 
'Tis certain you may ſhow the wound. 
III. 
How can I ſee you, and not love; 
While you as op'ning eaſt are fair? 
While cold as northern blaſts you prove ; 
How can I love, and not deſpair ? 
IV. 
The wretch in double fetters bound 


Your potent mercy may releaſe: 
Soon, if my love but once were crown'd, 


Fair propheteſs, my grief would ceaſe. 
A $8 0 NW GS. 


JX vain you tell your parting lover, 
Alas! what winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from what I love? 


Ww 
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Alas! what dangers on the main 

Can equal thoſe that | ſuſtain, 

From lighted vows, and cold diſdain? 
Be gentle, and in pity chooſe 

To wiſh the wildeſt tempeſt looſe : 

That thrown again upon the coaſt, 

Where firſt my ſhipwreckt heart was loſt, 

I may once more repeat my pain; 

Once more in dying notes complain 

Of ſlighted vows and cold diſdain. 


The Dz$PAIRING SHEPHEAD. 


LEXIS ſhun'd his fellow-ſwains, 

Their rural ſports, and jocund ſtrains: 
(Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's bow !) 

He loſt his crook, he left his flocks; 

And wand'ring thro' the lonely rocks, 

He nouriſm d endleſs woe. 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came: 
His grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeck: 
He mingled his concern with theirs; 
He gave 'em back their friendly tears; 
He figh'd, but would not ſpeak. 


Clorinda came among the reſt ; 
And ſhe too kind concern expreſt, 
And aſk d the reaſon of bis woe: 


x! of WÞ wi 
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She aſk'd, but with an air and mien, 
That made it cafily forſeen, 
She fear d too much to know. 


The ſbepherd rais'd his mournful head; 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid. 
While I the cruel truth reveal? 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear ; 
Which never ſhou d offend your car, 
But that you bid me tell. 


'Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain ; 

You are the cauſe of all my care: 
Ypur eyes ten thouſand dangers dart; 
Ten thouſand torments vex my heart: 


I love, and 1 deſpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard: 

'Tis what I thought, tis what I fear d: 
And yet, I pardon you, ſhe cry'd: 

But you ſhall promiſe ne'er again 

To breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain : 
He tow'd, obey'd, and dy d. 


To the honourable CHanxius MonTacvus, Eſq. 


I. 
OWE'ER, 'tis well, that while mankind 
Thro' fate's perverſe Macander errs, 
He can imagin'd pleaſures find, 
To combat againſt real cares. 


- 


II. 
Fancies and notions he purſues, 


Which ne'er had being but ia thought: 


Each like the Grecian artiſt, woo's 
The image he bimfclf has 
III. ; 
Againſt experience he believes ; 
He argues againſt demonſtration ; 
Pleas'd, when his reaſon he deceives; 


And ſets his judgment by his paſſion. 
IV. 


The hoary fool, who many days 
Has ſtruggl'd with continu'd forrow, 
Renews his hope, and blindly lays 
The deſp rate bett upon to morrow. 
v. 
To-morrow comes: tis noon, tis night: 
This day like all the former flies: 
Yet on he runs to ſeek delight 


To-morrow, till to-night he dies: 
VL 


At objects in an airy beight: 
The little pleaſure of the game 

Is from afar to view the flight. 

VII. 

Our anxious pains we, all the day, 

In ſearch of what we like, employ : 
Scorning at night the worthleſs prey, 

We find the labour gave the joy. 
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VIII. 
n nee thro” an artful glad | 
| To the mind's eye things well appaze: 
| They loſe their forms, and make a maſs 
Confus'd and black, if brought too near, 
IX. 
Vase 
Then what avails it to have eyes? 
From ignorance our comfort flows; 
The only wretched are the wiſe. 
X. 
We weary'd ſhould lie down in death : 
This cheat of life would take no more; 
If you thought fame but empty breath; 
I, Phillis, but a perjur'd whore. 


Hr u N to the Sun. Set by Dr. Pu xe . and ſung 
before their majeſties on New- years-day, 
1694. | 


| we 
, 11 of the world, the ruler of the year, 
With happy ſpeed begin thy great career; 3 
| And, as thou doſt thy radiant journics run, 
Through every diſlant el mate ovn, 
That in fair Albion thou baſt fern 
The greateſt Prince. the brighteſt queen, 
That ever ſav'd a land, or bleſt a throne, 


_ Lince firſt thy beams were ſpread, or genial pow'r was 
known. 
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II. 


So may thy godhead be confeſt, 
$0 the returning year be bleſt, 
As his infant months beftow 


Springing wreaths for William's brow, 
As his ſummer's youth ſhall ſhed 
Eternal ſweets around Maria's head. 

From the bleſſings they beſtow, 

Our times are dated, and our acra's move: 
They govern, and enlighten all below, 
As thou doſt all above. 

III. 
Let our hero in the war 
Active and fierce, like thee, appear : 
Like thee, great ſon of Jove, like thee 
When clad in riſing majeſty, 

Thou marcheſt down o'er Delos! hills confeſt, 
With all thy arrows arm'd. in all thy glory dreſt. 
Like thee, the hero does his arms employ, 

The raging Python to deſtroy, 

And give the injur'd nations peace and joy. 

Iv. 

From faireſt years, and time's more happy ſtores, 
Gather all the ſmiling hours ; 

Such as with friendly care have guarded 
Patriots and kings in rightful wars; 

Such as with conqueſts have rewarded 
Trium phant viftors happy cares; 

Such as ſtory has recorded 

Sacred to Naſſau's long renown, 

For countries ſav'd, and battels won. 


* 
March them again in fair array, 
And bid them form the happy day, 
The happy day deſigu d to wait 
On William's fame, and Europe's fate. 
Let the happy day be crown'd 
With great event, and fair ſucceſs; 
No brighter in the year he found, 
But that which brings the victor home in peace. 
VI. 
Again thy godbead we implore, 
Great in wiſdom as in power ; 
Again, ſor good Maria's ſake, and ours, 
Chooſe out other ſmiling hours; 
Such as with joyous wings have fled, 
When happy counſels were adviſing; 
Such as have lucky omens (hed 
O'er forming laws, and empires riſing; 
Such as many courſers ran, 
Hand in hand, a goodly train, 
To bleſs the great Eliza's reign; 
And in the typic glory ſhow, 
What fuller bleſs Maria ſhall beſtow. 
VII. 
As the ſolemn hours advance, 
Mingled fend into the dance 
Many fraught with all the treaſures, 
Which thy eaſtern travel views; 
Many wing'd wich all the pleaſures, 


Man can aſk, or heav'n diffuſe: 
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That great Maria all thoſe joys may know, 
Which, from her cares, upon her ſubjects flow. 
VIII. 
For thy own glory ſing our fov'reign's praiſe, 
God of verſes and of days: 
Let all thy tuneful ſons adorn 
Their laſting works with William's name; 
Let choſen muſes yet unborn 
Take great Maria for their future theme : 
Eternal ſtructures let them raiſe, 
On William and Maria's praiſe : 
Nor want new ſubject for the ſong; 
Nor fear they can exbauſt the ſtore; 
Till nature's muſic lies unſtrung; 
Till thou, great God, ſhalt loſe thy double pow'r; 
And touch thy lyre, and ſhoot thy beams no more. 


The LADY'S Lookx1xG-GLASS. 
de I the other day 
Walk'd o'er the ſand-hills to the ſea: 
The ſetting fun adorn d the coaſt, 
His bcams intire, his fierceneſs loſt : 
And, on the ſurface of the deep, 
The winds lay only not aſlcep : 
The nymph did like the ſccne appear, 
Serenely pleaſant, calmly fair: 
Soft fell her words, as flew the air. 
With ſecret joy I heard her ſay, 
That ſhe would never miſs one day 
3 
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we 


| Impending tempeſts charge the ſky ; 


| 


The light'ning flies, the thunder roars ; 


And big waves laſh the frighten'd ſhoars. 

Struck with the horror of the Gght, 

She turns her head and wings her flight; 

And trembling vows, ſhe Il ne'er ag in 

Approach the ſhoar, or view the main. 
Once more at leaſt look back, faid I, 

Thyſclf in that large glaſs deſcry : 

When thou art in good humour veſt. 

When gentle reaſon rules thy breait; 

The ſun upon the calmeſt fea 


+ Appears not half f bright as thee : 


'Tis then that with delight I rove 
Upon the boundleſs depth of love: 
I bleſs my chain; I hand my oar; 
Nor think on all 1 lett on ſhoar. 

But when vain doubt, and ground leſ- 
Do that dear fooliſh boſom tear; 
When the big lip, or wat'ry eye 
Tell me, the rifiag ſtor m is nigh: 
'Tis then, thou art yon” angry main, 
Defoim'd by wins, and daſh'd by rain ; 
And the poor failor that muſt try 
Its fury, lahours leſs than l. 

Shipwreck'd, in vain to land TI mike; 
While love and fate till drive me back: 
Forc'd to dete on thee thy own way, 
I chide thee firſt, and then obey. 

C 2 
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Wretched when from thee, ven d when nigh, 
I with thee, or without thee, dic. 


Lo vr and FartENDSHIP: a PASTORAL, 
by Mrs. ELIZASETH SINGER. 
AMARYLLS. 

WY BILE from the files the raddy for defrcnds; 

And riſing night the evening ſhade extends; 
While pearly dew o'erſpreads the fruitful field; 
And cloſing flowers reviving odours yield: 

Let us, beneath theſe ſpreading trees, recite 
What from our hearts, our muſes may indite. 
Nor need we, in this cloſe retirement, fear, 
Leſt any ſwain our am'rous ſecrets hear. 
S1LvVIA. 

To ev'ry ſhepherd [ would mine proclaim ; 
Since fair Aminta is my ſofteſt theme: 
A ſtranger to the looſe delights of love, 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendſhip prove: 
And, while its pure and facred fire I fing, 


© Chaſte goddeſs of the groves, thy ſuccour bring. 


AMARYLLIS. 

Propitious god of love, my breaſt inſpire 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleaſing fire: 
Propitious god of love, thy ſuccour bring; 
Whilſt 1 thy darling, thy Alexis ſing, 

Alexis, as the op'ving bloſſoms fair, 

Lovely as light, and ſoft as yielding air. 

For him cach virgin ſighs: and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 
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Nor to the echoing groves, aud whiſp'ring ſpring, 
In ſweeter ſtrains does ariful Conon ling; 
| When loud applauſes fill the crouded groves; 
And Phocbus the ſuperior ſong approves. 
SILVIA. 
Beauteous Aminta is as early light, 
Breaking the melancholy ſhades of night. 
When ſhe is near, all anxious trouble flies; 
And our reviving hearts confeſs her eyes. 
Young love, and blooming joy, and gay deſires, 
In ev'ry breaſt the beauteous nymph inſpires ; 
And on the pluia when ſhe no more appears; 
The plain a dark and gloomy proſpect wears. 
In vain the ſtreams roll on; the eaſtern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees, 
In vain the birds begin their ev'ning ſong, 
And to the ſilent night their notes prolong: 
Nor groves, nor eryſtal (trcams, nor verdant field 
_ Does wonted plcaſure in her abſence yield. 
AMARYLLIS. 
And in his abſence, all the penſive day, 
In ſome obſcure retreat I lonely ſtray; 
All day to the repeating caves complain 
In mournful accents, and a dying ſtrain. 
Dear lovely youth, I cry to all around; 
Dear lovely youth, the flattering vales reſvund. 
SLLVIA. 
On flow'ry banks, by ev'ry murm'riag ſtream, 
Aminta is my muſe's ſofteſt theme : 
' Tis the that does my artful notes refine : 
Wich fair Aminta's name my nobleſt verſe ſhall ſhine. . 
C3 


AnarYLiiis. 
Tl ewine freſh garlands for Alexis“ brows, 
And conſerate to him eternal vows: 


The charming youth ſhall my Apollo prove: 
He ſhall adorn my ſongs, and tune my voice to love. 


To the AUTHOR of the foregoing PasTORAL. 


B* Silvia if thy charming ſclf be meant; 
If friendſhip be thy virgin vows extent; 

O! let me in Aminta's praiſes join: 

Her's my eſteem ſhall be, my paſſion thine. 

When for thy head the garland | prepare; 

A ſecond wreath ſhall bind Aminta's hair; 1 

And when my choiceſt ſongs thy worth proclaim, 

Alternate verſe ſhall bleſs Aminta's name: 

My heart ſhall own the juſtice of her cauſe : I: 

And love himſelf ſubmit to friendſhip's laws. 
But, if beneath thy numbers ſoft diſguiſe, 

Some favour'd ſwain, ſome true Alexis lies ; 

If Amaryllis breaths thy ſecret pains; 

And thy fond heart beats meaſure to thy ſtrains : A. 4 

May'ſt thou, howe'er I grieve, for ever find 

The flame propitious, and the lover kind: 


0 
* 


_ 


May Venus long exert her happy pow'r, 

And make thy beauty, like thy verſe, endure : | 

May ev'ry god his friendly aid afford ; * 

Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres bleſs thy board. | 
But, if by chance the ſeries of thy joys C 


Permit one thought leſs chearful to ariſe; 
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Piteous transfer it to the mournful fwain, 
Who loving much, who not belov'd again, m 


Feels an ill. fated paſſion's liſt exceſs; 


And dies in woe, that thou may'ft live in peace. 


Toa Lady : ſhe refuſing to continue a diſpute with 
me, and leaving me in the argument. 


AN ODE. 


I. 
GARY gen'rous victor, ſpare the ſlave, 
Who did unequal war purſue ; 
That more than triumph he might have, 
In being qvercome by you. 
II. 
In the diſpute whate'er I ſaid, 
My heart was by my tongue bely'd; 
And in my looks you might have read, 
How much I argu'd on your ſide. 
III. 
You, far from danger as from fear, 
Might have fuſtain'd an open fight: 
For ſeldom your opinions err; 
Your eyes are always in the right. 
IV. 
Why, fair one, wou'd you not rely 
On reaſon's force with beauty's join'd? 
Cou'd I their prevalence deny. 
I muſt at once be deaf and blind. 
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V. 
Alas ! not hoping to ſubdue, 
I only to the fighr aſpir d: 
To keep the beautcous foe in view, 
Was all the glory I deſir d. 
VI. 
But ſhe, howeꝰer of vid'ry fure, [ 
Contemns the wreath too long delay'l : 
And arm'd with more immediate pow'r, 
Calls cruel ſilence to her aid. 
VII. 
Deeper to wound, ſhe ſhuns the fight: 
She drops her arms, to gain the field: 
And triumphs, when ſhe ſeems to yield. 
VIII. 
So when the Parthian turn'd his ſtced, 
And from the hoſtile camp withdrew ; 
With cruel {kill the backward. reed 
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Seeing the Du x ꝝ of On MON D's Picture at 
Sir GopFREY KNELLER'S 


UT from the injur'd canvas, Kneller, ſtrike ' 

Theſe lines too faint: the picture is not like, ; 
Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again: 
Dreadful in arms, on Landen's glorious plain | 
Place Ormond's Duke: impendent in the air 
Let his keen ſabre, comet-like, appear, 


= ww D.vvA 3 Þ 


| Where-e'er it points, denouncing death: below = 
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Draw routed ſquadrons, and the num 'rous foe 


—yä]— . — 


Falling beneath, or flying from his blow : 


'Till weak with wounds, and cover d o'er with blood, 
Which from the patriots breaſt in torrents flow'd, 
He faints : his ſteed no longer bears the rein ; 

But ſtumbles o'er the heap, his hand bad lain. 
And now exhauſted, bleeding, pale he lies; 
Lovely, fad object! in his half-clus'd eyes 

Stern vengeance yet, and hoſtile terror ſtand : 

His front yet threatens; and his frowns command. 
The Gallic chicfs their troops around him call ; 
Fear to approach him, tho' they ſee him fall 
O Kneller, could thy ſhades and lights expreſs 
The perfect heroe in that glorious dreſs ; 

Ages to come might Ormond's pifture know ; 

And palms for thee beneath his laurels grow : 

In ſpite of time thy work might ever ſhine ; 

Nor Homer's colours laſt ſo long as thine. 


CELIA to Da Mon. 


Atque in amore mala bacc proprio, ſummeque ſecundo 
Inveniuatur ———. Luerct. Lib. 4. 
War can I fay, what arguments can prove 
My truth, what colours can deſcribe my love: 

If its exceſs and fury be not known, 
In what thy Celia has already done ? 

Thy infant flames, whilſt yet they were conceal'd 
In tim'rous doubts, with pity I beheld; 


A POEMS ON 


With eaſy (miles diipell'd the ſilent fear, 

That durſt not tell me, what I dy d to hear: 

In vain I ſtrove to check my growing flame; 

Or ſhelter paſſion under friendſhip's name: 

You faw my heart, how it my tongue bely'd; 

And when you preſs'd, how faintly I deny'd — 

Exe guardian thought cou'd bring its ſcatter'd aid; 

Ere reaſon could ſupport the doubting maid; 

My foul ſurpriz'd, and from herſelf disjoin d. 

Left all reſerve, and all the ſex behind: 

From your command her motions ſhe receiv'd : 

And not for me, but you, ſhe breath d and liv'd. 
But ever bleſt be Cytherea's ſhrine; 

And fires eternal on her altars ſhine; 

Since thy dear breaſt has felt an equal wound; 

Since in thy kindneſs my defires are crown'd. 

Ry thy each look, and thought, and care, tis ſhown 

Thy joys are center d all in me alone; 

Aud ſure I am, thou wouldſt not change this hour 

For all the white ones, fate has in is pow'r.— 
Yet thus below d. thus loving to exceſs, 

Yet thus receiving and returning biiis. 

In this great moment, in this golden now, 

When ev'ry trace of what, or when, or how, 

Shou d from my foul by raging love be torn, 

And far on ſwelling ſeas of rapture born ; 

A melancholy tear afflits my eye; 

And my heart labours with a ſudden ſigh : 

Invading fears repel my coward joy; 

And ills forſeen the preſent bliſs deſtroy. 


! 


E 
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Door as it is, this beauty was the cauſe, 


” 


That with firſt ſighs your panting boſom roſe : 

| But with no owner beauty long will ſtay, 

| Upon the wings of time born ſwift away: 

* Paſs but ſome flecting years, and theſc poor eyes 
(Where now without a boaſt ſome luſtre lyes) 

| No longer ſhall their little honours keep; 

Shall only be of uſe to read or weep : 

And on this forehead, where your verſe has faid, 


The Loves delight:d, and the Graces play'd; 

Inſulting age will trace his cruel way, 

And leave fad marks of his deſtructive ſway. 
Mov'd by my charms, with them your love may 

ccaſe, 

And as the fuel (inks, the flame decreaſe : 

Or angry heav'n may quicker darts prepare; 

And ſickneſs ſtrike what time awhile would ſpare. 

Then will my ſwain his glowing vows renew ? 

Then will his throbbivg heart to mine be true? 

When my own face deters me from my glaſs; 

And Kneller only ſhews what Caelia was. 
Fantaſtic fame may ſound her wild alarms ; 

Your country, as you think, may want your arms. 

You may neglect, or quench, or hate the flame, 

Whoſe ſmoke too long obſcur d your riſing name: 

And quickly cold indiff*rence will enſue; 

When you love's joys thro? honour's optic view. 
Then Celia's loudeſt pray'r will prove too weak, 

To this abandon'd breaſt to bring you back; 

When my loſt lover the tall ſhip aſcends, 

With muſic gay, and wet with jovial friends: 
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The tender accent of a woman's ery 

Will paſs unheard, will unregarded die; 

When the rough feaman's louder ſhouts prevail; 
When fair occaſion ſhews the ſpringing gale; [fail. 


And iat'reſt guides the helm; and honour ſwells the ) 


May find my hero on the forcign ſtrand, [mand: 
Warm with new fires, and pleas'd with new com- 


Some wretched lines from this neglected hand, | 
While ſhe who wrote 'em, of all joy bereft, 


To the rude cenſure of the world is left ; 

Her mangl'd fame in barb'rous paſtime loſt. 

The coxcomb's novel, and the drunkard's toaſt. 
But nearer care (O pardon it !) ſupplies 

Sighs to my breaſt, and ſorrow to my eyes. 

Love, love himſelf (the only friend I have) 

May ſcorn his t rium ph, having bound his ſlave. 

That tyrant god, that reſtle fs conqueror 

May quit his pleaſure, to aſſert bis pow'r; 

Forſake the provinces that bleſs his ſway, 

To vanquiſh thoſe that will not yet obcy. 

Another nymph with fatal pow'r may riſe, 

To damp the ſinking beams of Celia's eyes; 

With havghty pride may hear ber charms confeſt; 

And ſcorn the ardent vows that I have bleſt: 

You ev'ry night may ſigh for her in vain; 

And rife each morning to ſome freſh diſgaio : | 

While Celia's ſofteſt look may ceaſe to charm ; 

And ber embraces want the pow'r to warm: 


While theſe fond arms, thus circling you, may prove 
More heavy chains, than thoſe of bopeleis love. 
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SEVERAL OCCASTONS. - 
| Juſt Gods! all ocher things their like produce : 
The vine ariſes from her mother's juice : | 

| Then eds glhacs ox teniies owe droay ; | 
. They to their ſeed their images convey | 
| Where the old myrtle her good influence ſheds; | 
q | Sprigs of like leaf erect their filial heads : | 


And when the parent roſe decays, and dies; 

With a reſembling face the daughter-buds ariſe. 

That product only which our paſſions bear, 

 Eludes the planter's miſerable care : 

While blooming love aſſures us golden fruit ; 

Some inborn poiſon taints the ſecret root: 

Soon fall the flow'rs of joy; ſoon ſeeds of hatred ſhoot. 
Say, ſhepherd, ſay. are theſe reflections true? 

Or was it but the woman's fear, that drew 

This cruel ſcene, unjuſt to love and you? 

Will you be only, and for ever mine? 

Shall neither time, nor age our ſouls disjoin? 

From this dear boſom ſhall I ne'er be torn ? 

Or you grow cold, reſeciful. or forſworn? 

And can you not for her you love do more, 

Than any youth for any nymph before? 
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Preſented to the K, M, on his MIT TTD arrivalig | &, 
HoLLAND after the QUzzN's death. 269g. 


Quis deſiderio fit pudor aut modus 
Tam chori capitis? praccipe lugubres 
Cantus Melpomene. | 


I. 
AT Ronen (fad, facred place!) 
The virtues ſhall their vigils keep: 
And every muſe and every grace 
In ſolemn ſtate ſhall ever weep. 
II. 
The future, pious, mournful fair, 
Oft as the rolling years return, 
| With fragrant wreaths, and flowing hair, 
Shall viſit her diſtinguiſh'd urn. 
III. 
For her the wiſe and great ſhall mourn; T 
When late records her deeds repeat, 
Ages to come, and men unborn \, 
Shall bleſs her name, and ſigh her fate. 
IV 


Fair Albion ſhall, with faithful truſt, 6 Y 
Her holy Queen's ſad reliques guard; 
„Till Heav'n awakes the precious duſt, G 
! And gives the faint her full reward. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
V. 


But tet the king diſmiſs his woes, 


in | 
l 


Refiefting on her fair renown; 


E preſt by grief our monarch ſtoops ; 
In vain the Britiſh lions roar : 
If be. whoſe hand ſuſtain'd them, droops; 
The Belgic darts will wound no more. 
VII. 
Embattel'd princes wait the chief, 

Whoſe voice ſhould rule, whoſe arm ſhou'd lead; 
And, in kind murmurs, chide that grief, 
Which hinders Europe being freed. 

VIII. | 
The great example they demand, 
Who ſtill to conqueſt led the way; 


Wiſhing him preſent to command, 


As they ſtand ready to obey. 
. 
They ſeck that joy, which to glow, 
Expanded on the hero's face ; 
When the thick ſquadrons preſs the foe, 
And William led the glorious chace. 
X. 

To give the mourning nations joy, 
Reſtore them thy auſpicious light, 
Great ſun: with radiant beams deſtroy 

D 2 


| 
| 


40 FOEMS ON 
XI. 
Let thy ſublime meridian courſe 


For Mary's fetting rays atone : 
Our luſtre, with redoubl'd force, 
Muſt now proceed from thee alone. 
XII. 
See, pious king, with diff rent ſtrife 
Thy ſtruggling Albion's boſom torn : 
So much ſhe fears for William's life, 
That Mary's fate ſhe dare not mourn. 
XIII. 


Her beauty, in thy ſofter half 


Bury'd and loſt, ſhe ought to grieve: 

But let ber ſtrength in thee be ſafe: 

And let her weep; but let her live. 
XIV. 

Thou, guardian angel, ſave the land 

From thy own grief, her fierceſt foc; 

Leſt Britain, reſcu'd by thy band, 

Should bend and ſink beneath thy woe. 
XV. 

Her former triumphs all are vain, | 
Unleſs new trophies (till be ſought ; 
The battles, Aich thy youth bas fought. 

XVI. 

Where now is all that fearful love, 
Which made her hate the war's alarms ? 

That ſoft exceſs, with which ſhe ſtrove 
To keep her hero in her arms? 


. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


XVII. 
While ſtill ſhe chid the coming ſpring, 
Which call'd him o'er his ſubje& ſeas: 
While, for the ſafety of the king, 
She wiſh'd the victor 's glory leſs. 
XVIII. 
'Tis chang' d; tis gone: ſad Britain now 
Haſtens her lord to foreign wars: 
Happy, if toils may break his woe; 
Or dangers may divert his cares. 
XIX 
In martial din ſhe drowns her ſighs, 
Leſt he the riſing grief ſhou d hear: 
She pulls her helmet o'er her eyes, 
Leſt he ſhould ſee the falling tear. 
XX. 
Go, mighty prince, let France be taught. 
How conſtant minds by grief are try'd; 
How great the land, that wept and fought, 
When William led, and Mary dy'd. 
XXI. 
Fierce in the battle make it known, 
Where death with all his darts is ſeen, 
That he can touch thy heart wich none, 
But that which ſtruck the beauteous queen. 
XXII. 
Belgia indulg'd her open grief, 
While yet ber maſter was not near; 
With ſullen pride refuſ'd relief, 


«ar 


| 
| 
| 
| 


%. LS. 


42 POEMS ON 


XXIII. 
As waters from her fluices, flow'd 
Unbounded forraw from her cyes : 
To earth her bended front ſhe bow d. 
And fent her wailings to the ſkies. 
XXIV 
But when her anxious lord return'd; 
R. is d is her head; her eyes are dry'd: 
She ſmiles, as William ne'er had mourn'd: 
She looks, as Mary ne'er had dy d. 
XXV. 
That freedom which all forrows claim, 
She does for thy content reſign : 
Her piety ĩitſelf would blame ! 
If her regrets ſhould waken thine. 
XXVI. 
To cure thy woe, ſhe ſhe ws thy fame: 
Leſt the great mourner ſhould forget, 
That alli the race, whence Orange came, 
Made virtue triumph over fate. 
XXVII. 
William his country's cauſe cou'd fight, 
And with his blood her freedom ſeal: 
Maurice and Henry guard that right, 
For which their pious parents fell. 
XXVIII. 
How heroes riſe, how patriots ſet, 


Thy father's bloom and death way tcll: 


Excelling others theſe were great : 
Thou, greater ſtill, muſt theſe excell. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
XXIX. 
The laſt fair inflance thou muſt give, 
Whence Nafſau's virtue can be try d; 
And ſhew the world, that thou canſt live 
Intrepid, as thy conſort dy'd. 
XXX. 
Thy virtue, whoſe reſiſtleſs force 
No dire event could ever ſtay, 
Muſt carry cn its deſtin'd courſe; 
XXXI. 
For Britain's ſake, for Belgja's, live: 
Pierc'd by their grief forget thy own: 
New toils endure; new conqueſt give; 
And bring them eaſe, the” thou haſt none. 
XXXII. 
Vanquiſh again; tho” ſhe be gone, 
Whoſe garland crown'd the victor's hair: 
And reign; tho? ſhe has left the throne, 
Who made thy glory worth thy care. 
XXXIII. 
Fair Britain never yet before 
Breath d to her king a uſeleſs pray'r: 
While William turn'd averſe his ear. 
XXXIV. 
Relentleſs to their wiſhes prove; 
The object of his grief and love; 
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XXXV. 
Her face with thouſand beauties bleſt. 


Her mind with thouſand virtues ſtor d. 


Her Pow'r with boundleſs joy confeſt. 
Her perſon only not ador'd : 
XXXVT. 
Yet ought his ſorrow to be checkt; 
Yet ought his paſſions to abate; 
If the great mourner would reflect, 
Her glory in ber death compleat. 
XXXVII. 
She was inſtructed to command. 
Great king. by long obeying thee: 
Her ſcepter guided by thy hand, 
Preſerv'd the ifles, and rul'd the ſea. 
XXXVIII. 


But oh! twas little, that her life 


Oer earth and water bears thy fame: 


In death, *twas worthy William's wife, 
Amidſt the ſtars to fix his name. 
XXXIX. 
where matter moves, or place 
Receives its forms, thy virtues roll: 
From Mary's glory, angels trace 
The beauty of her partner's ſoul. 
XL. 


Wiſe fate, which does its heaven decrce 


Haſtens thy triumph. Half of thee 
Is deify'd before thy death. 


To heroes, when they yield their breath, 


I 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


XLI. 

Alone to thy renown "tis gien. 
Unbounded thro” all worlds to go: 
While ſhe great ſaint rejoices heav'n; 
And thou fuſtain'ſt the orb below. 


In ImiTaTion of Auacnzzon. 


E T 'em cenſure: what care I? 

The herd of critics I defy. 
Let the wretches know, I write 
Regardleſs of their grace, or ſpite. 
No, no: the fair, the gay, the young 
Govern the numbers of my ſong. 
All that they approve is ſweet: | — 
And all is ſenſe, that they repeat. 


Bid the warbling nine retire: 

Venus, ſtring thy ſervantꝰs lyre: 

| Love ſhall be my endleſs theme: 
Pleaſure ſhall triumph o'er fame: 
And when theſe maxims I decline, 

Apollo, may thy fate be mine: 

| May I graſp at empty praiſe ; 

Ad loſe the nymph, to gain the bays. 


* 
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* ODE 


1. 
HE merchant, to ſecure his treaſure, 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name: 
Eupheliz ſerves to grace my meaſure ; 
* 


. 
Upon Euphelia's toilet lay; 
When Cloe nuted her defire, 
That I ſhould fing, that I hould play. 
III. 
My lyre I tune, my voice L raiſe; 
And whilſt I fing Eupheliz's praiſe, 
I fix my foul on Cloe's eyes. 
= © 
Fair Cloe bluſh'd: Euphelia frown'd: 
I fung and gd: I play'd and trembl'd : 
And Venus to the Loves around 
Remark'd, how ill we all diſſembl d. 
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Sur In priſe de Nanu. par les armes du Ro r. 
P annce 2692. 


Par Monſicur Boitzav DzSPREAUX, 


UELLE dotte ct fainte yvreſſe 
Aujourd'buy me fait la loy ? 
Chaſtes nympbes du Permeſſe, 
Nee pas vous que je voy? 
'7 Accourez, troupe ſcavante: 
De ſons que ma lyre cnfante; 
” Ces arbres font rejodlis: 
' Marquez en bien la cadence: 
Et vous, vents, faites ſilence : 
Je vais parler de Louis. 
| II. 
/ Dans fes chanſons immortelles, 
> Comme un aigle audacicux, 
Niadare ctendant fes aiſles, 
Fuit loin des vulgaires yeux, 
Mais, 6 ma fidelc lyre, 
$i, dans I'ardeur qui m inſpire, 
Tu peux ſuivre mes tranſports ; 
Les cheſnes de mouts de "Thrace 
N'ont rien oi, que n'efface 
La douceur de tes accords. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


AN ENGLISH BALLAD. 


On the taking of Na u un by the Kino of 
Gaar BalTaAlN, r6gg. 


\ 
Dulce eſt deſipere in loco. 


I. and II. 
COME fciks ave frank, yet do net hnow fe: 
So might not Bacchus give you law? 
Was it a muſe, O lofty poet, 
Or virgin of St. Cyr, you ſaw? 
; Why all this fury? what's the matter, 
That oaks muſt come from Thrace to dance? 
* Muſt ſtupid ſtocks be taught to flatter ? 
And is there no ſuch wood in France ? 
Why muſt the winds all hold their tongue? 
If they a little breath ſhould raiſe; 
| Would that have ſpoil'd the poet's fong; 
Or puff d away the monacch's praiſe? 


Findar, that eagle, mounts the ſkies: 

| While victue leads the noble way: 
Too like a vultur Noileau flies, 

; Where ſordid int'reſt ſhews the prey. 
When once the poet's honour ceaſes, 
From reaſon far his tranſports rove : 
And Boileau, for eight hundred pieces, 
Make Louis take the wall of Jove. 
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III. | 
Neptune and Sol came from above, 
Shap'd like Megrigny and Vauban: 
They armed theſe rocks; then ſhow'd old Jove 
Of Marli wood, the wond'rous plan. 
By human force could ne'er be ſhaken: 
But you and I in Homer read 
Of gods, as well as men, miſtaken. 
Sambre and Macſe their waves may join; 
Bur ne'er can William's force reſtrain: 
H. U paſs tt em both, who pa's'd the Bon: 
Remember this, and arm the Scin. 
IV. 
Full fifteen thouſand luſty fellow 
With fire and iwoid the fort maintain: 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us; 
Yet out they march'd like common men. 
Cannons above, and mines beluaw 
Did death and tombs For toes contrive: 
Yeut matters have been ores ta, 
That molti of us are ſti mie. 
V. 
If Namur be compar'd to Troy; 
Then rico) boss excel'd the Crcekss 
Their fiege di4 ter !» ,, y- rs employ; 
We've done t bus'nef5 in ten weeks, 
What gouhead Joes ſ fait advance, 
What dreadful pow'r thote kills to gain; 
'Tis little Will, the ſcuurge of France; 
E 2 
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Preſte 3 foudroyer tes monts? 
Quel bruit, quel fen Penvironne ? 


C'eſt Jupiter en perfoone; 
Ou c eſt le vainqueur de Mons. 


Hot | 
N'en donte point: c'eſt luy-meſme. | 
Tout brille en luy; tout eſt roy. 
Dans Bruxelles Naſſau bleme 
Commence à trembler pour toy. | 
Ea vain i} voit le Bative, 
| Deſformais docile efclive, | 
| Range ſous ſes &tendars : 
| En vain au lion Belgique 
Il voit l'aigle Germanique 
Uni ſous les leopards. 


VIE 


Aft 
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| Plein de la frayeur nouvelle, 

| Dont ſes ſens ſont agites, 

| A ſor ſecours il appelle | 

| Les peuples les plus vantez. | 
Ceux- là viennent du rivage, 

Oh d enorgueillit le Tage 

De For, qui roule en ſes eaux; 

Ceux-ci des champs, ou la neige 

Des marais de la Norvege 

Neuf mois couvre les roſcaux. 
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No godhead but the firſt of men. 
His mortal arm exerts the pow'r 
To keep ev'n Mons's victor under: 
And that ſame Jupiter no more 
VI. 
Our king thus trembles at Namur, 
Whilſt Villeroy who never afraid is, 
To Bruxelles marches on ſecure, 
To bomb the monks, and ſcare the ladies. 
After this glorious expedition, 
One battle makes the marſhall great : 
He muſt perform the kings commiſſion : 
Who knows, but Orange may retreat? 
Kings are allow'd to feign the gout, 
Or be prevail'd with not to fight: 
And mighty Louis hop'd, no doubt, 
That William wou'd preſerve that right. 
VII. 
From Sein and Loyre, to Rhone and Po, 
See ev ry mother's ſon appear: 
In ſuch a caſe ne er blame a foe, 
If he betrays ſome little fear. 
He comes, the mighty Villeroy comes ; 
Finds a ſmall river in his way: 

So waves his colours, beats his drums; 
And thinks it prudent there to ſtay. 
The gallic troops breath blood and war; 

The marſhal cares not to march faſter: 
Poor Vill'roy moves fo ſlowly here, 
We fancy's all, it was his maſter. 
E 3 
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VIII. 
Mais qui fait enfler la Sambre ? 
Sous les Jumeaux cffraytz, 
Des froids torrens de Decembre 
Les champs par tout ſont noy cz. 
Ceres Senfuit, éplore 
De voir en proie à Borte 
Ses guerets d'epics chargez, 
Et ſous les urnes fangeuſes Tl 
Des Hyades orageuſes 
Tous ſes treſors ſubmergez. 


IX. | 
Deployez toutes vos rages, Tr 
Princes, vents, peuples, frimats ; | | 
Ramaſſcz tous vos nuages ; 
Rafſemblez tous vos ſoldats. 
Malgre vous Namur en poudre 
S'en va tomber ſous la foudre 
Qui domta Lille, Courtray, 
Gand la fuperbe Eſpagnole, 
Saint Omer, Beſangon, Dole, 
Ypres, Maſtricht, et Cambray. 


RE © 
Mes preſages s accompliſſent: 
Il commence à chanceler : 
Sous les coups qui retentiſſent 
Ses murs sen vont s'<crouler. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


VIII. 
Will no kind flood, no friendly rain 
Diſguiſe the marſhal's plain diſgrace : 
No torrents ſwell the low Mehayne? 
The world will fay, be durſt not paſs. 
Why will no Hyades appear, 
Dear poet, on the banks of Sambre ? 
Juſt as they did that mighty year, 
When you turn'd June into December. 
The water-nymphs are too unkind 
To Vill'roy ; are the land-nymphs fo? 
And fly they all, at once combin'd 
To ſhame a general, and a beau ? 
IX. 
Truth, Juſtice, ſenſe, religion, fame 
May joia to finiſh William's ſtory : 
Nations ſet free may bleſs his name; 
And France in ſecret own his glory. 
But Tpres, Maſtricht, and Cambray, 
Beſangon, Ghent, St. Omers, Lyſle, 
Courtray, and Dole— Ye critics, ſay, 
Ho poor to this was Pindar's ſtile ? 
With cke's and alfo's tack thy ſtrain, 
Great bard ; and ſing the deathleſs prince, 
Who loſt Namur the fame campaign, 
He bought Dixmude, and plunder'd Deynſe. 
X. 


PII hold ten pound my dream is out: 

| I'd tell ic you, but for the rattle 
Of thoſe confounded drums: no doubt 

Ton bloody rogues intend a battle, 


36 
Mars en feu qui les domine, 
Souſſle 3 grand bruit leur ruine, 
Et les bombes dans les airs 
Allant chercher le tonnerre, 
Semblent tombant ſur la terre, 
Vouloir s ouvrir les enfers. 


XI. 
Accourez, Naſſau, Baviere, 
De ces murs Punique eſpoir: 
A couvert d'une riviere 
Venez : vous pouvez tout voir. 
Conſiderez ſes approches : 
Voyez grimper ſur ſes roches 
Ces athletes belliqueux ; 
Et dans les caux, dans la flame, 
Louis à tout donnant Pame, 
Marcher, courir avec eux. 


XII. 
Contemplez dans la tempeſte, 
Qui ſort de ces boulevars, 
La plume qui ſur fa teſte 
Attire tous les regards. 

A cet aſtre redoubtable 
Toũjours un fort favorable 
S'attache dans les combats: 
Et tofijours avec la gloire 
Mars amenant la victoire 
Vole, et le ſuit 3 grands pas. 
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Dear me! a hundred thouſand French 
With terror fill the neighb'ring field : 
While William carries on the trench, 
'Till both the town and caſtle yield. 
Vill'roy to Boufflers ſhould advance, 
Says Mars, thro' cannons mouths in fire; 
| I eft, one mareſchal of France 
Tells t'other, he can come no nigher. 
Xl. 
Regain the lines the ſhorteſt way, 
Villroy; or to Verſailles take poſt: 
For, having ſeen it, thou canſt fay 
The ſteps by which Namur was loſt. 
The ſmoak and flame may vex thy ſight : 
Look not once back : but as thou goeſt, 
Quicken the ſquadrons in their flight ; 
And bid the D——1 take the ſloweſt. 
Think not what reaſon to produce, 
From Louis to conceal thy fear: 
He'll own the ſtrength of thy excuſe; 
Tell him that William was but there. 
XIT. 
Now let us look for Louis” feather, 
That us'd to ſhine ſo like a ſtar : 
The gen'rals could not get together, 
Wanting that influence, great in war. 
O poet ! thou had'ſt been diſcreeter, 
| Hanging the monarch's hat ſo bigh; 
I thou had'ſt dubb'd thy ſtar, a meteor, 
That did but blaze, and rove, and die. 


gs 

XIII. 
Grands defenſeurs de |'Eſpagne, 
Montrez-vous : il en eſt temps: 
Courage; vers la Mebague 
Voila vos drapeauz flottans. 
Jamais ſes ondes craintives 
N'ont veũ fur leur foibles rives 
Tant de guerriers s amaſſer. 
Courez donc: qui vous retarde ? 
Tout Punivers vous regarde. 
N'olcz vous la traverſer ? 

XiV. 
Loin de fermer le paſſage 
A vos nombreux bataillons, 
Luxembourg a du rivage 
Reculc ſes pavillons. 
Quoy ? leur ſeul aſpect vous glace? 
Ou tont ccs chefs plein JVaudace, 
J-dis ſi prompts a marcher, 
Qui devoient de la Tamiſe, 
Et de la Dràve foiimiſe, 
Juſqu'à Paris nous chercher? 

| XV. 

Cependant Peffroy redcuble 
Sur les remparts de Namur. 
Son gouverncur qui ſe trouble 
S'enfuit ſous ſon dernier mur. 
Deja juſques à ſes portes 
Je voy monter nos cohortes, 
La flame et le fer en main : 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
XII. 


o animate the doubtful fight, 
Namur in vain expects that ray: 
In vain France hopes, the fickly light 

Should ſhine near William's fuller day, 
It knows Verſailles, its proper tation; 
Nor cares for any foreign ſphere: 
Where you ſee Boileau's conſlellation, 

Be ſure no danger can be near. 

XIV. 

The French had gather d all their force ; 

And William met them in their way: 

Yet off they bruſh'd, both foot and horſe. 
| What has friend Boileau left to ſay? 

When his high muſe is bent upon't, 
To ſing her king, — that great commander, 
| Or on the ſhores of Helleſpont, 

Or in the valleys near Scamander; 
Wou'd it not ſpoil his noble taſk, 

If any fooliſh Phrygian there is, 
| Inperticent enough to aſk, 
Ho far Namur may be from Paris. 
| XV. 
| Two flanzas more before we end, 

Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, bricks, and fire: 
Leave em behind you, honeſt friend: 
And with your country-men retire. 
Tour ode is ſpoilt ; Namur is freed; 
For Dixmuyd ſomething yet is due: 
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Jo good Count Guiſcard may proceed; 


But BouMers, Sir, one word with y.. 
XVI. 


| Tis done. In fight of theſe commander 8, 


Who neither fight, nor raiſe the ſiege. 
The foes of France march fafe thro Flanders; 
Divide to Bruxelles, or to Liege. 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 
That Boufflers may new honours gain: 
As Tourville did upon the main. 
Yet is.the marſhal made a peer: 
O William, may thy arms advance; 
That he may loſe Dinant next year, 
And fo be couſtable of France. 


— - 
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Preſented to the K N at his arrival in Hot tan, 
after the Diſcovery of the Conſpiracy 1696. 


| 


Hor. ad Auguſtum. 


Ys cont gps, eter gant Res 
Ordains, on carth and human aQts to wait; 
Who turn with ſecret pow'r this reſtleſs ball, 
And bid predeſtin's empires riſe and fall: 
Your facred aid religious monarchs own; 
When firſt they merit, then aſcend the throre: 
But tyrants dread ye, leſt your juſt decree 
Transfer the pow r, and ſet the people free : 
Sce reſcu'd Britain at your altars bow : 
And hear her bymas your happy care avow: 
That till her axes and her roads ſupport 
| The judge's frown and grace the awful court: 
That law with all pompous terror ſtands, 
To wreſt the dagger from 1 
id j reads the fatal : 
—— 2 — ' 
Britain her ſafety to your guidance owns, | | 
That ſhe can ſep rate parricides from ſons ; | 
That, impious rage diſarm'd. ſhe lives and reigns, | 
Her freedom kept by him, who broke her chains. | 
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And thou, great miniſter, above the reſt 
Of guardian ſpirits, be thou for ever bleſt: 
Thou, who of old wert ſent to Iracl's court, 
With ſecret aid great David's ſtrong ſupport; 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 

And ſtrike the uſeleſs jaw lin to the wall. 
Thy later care o'er William's temples held, 


On Boyne's propitious banks, the heav'nly ſhield; 


When pow'r divine did ſov'rcign right declare; 


And cannons mark'd, whom they were bid to ſpare. 


Still, bleſſed angel, be thy care the ſame; 
Be William's life antouch's, as is his fame: 
Let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand: 
Save thou the king, as he has fav'd the land. 

We angels forms in pious monarchs view : 
We reverence William; for he acts like you; 
Like you, commiſſion'd to chaſtiſe and bleſs, 
He muſt avenge the world, and give it peace. 

Indulgent fate our potent pray'r receives; 
And till Britannia ſmiles, and William lives: 
The hero dear to earth, by heav'n below d, 

By troubles muſt be vex'd, by dangers prov'd: 
His foes muſt aid to make his fame compleat, 
And fix his throne ſecure on their defeat. 

So, tho' with ſudden rage the tempeſt comes; 
Tho? the winds roar; and tho? the water foams; 
Imperial Britain on the ſea looks down, 


And ſmiling ſees her rebel ſubject frown: 
Striking her cliff, the ſtorm confirms her pow'r : 
The waves but whiten her triumphant ſhore : 
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- In vain they wou'd advance, in vaia retreat: | 
Broken they daſh, and periſh at her feet. 

For William ſtill new wonders ſhall be ſhown : 
The pow'rs that reſeu d. ſhall preſerve the throne. 
Safe on bis darling Britain's joyful ſea, 
Behold, the monarch plows his liquid way : | 
His fleets in thunder thro” the world declare, 
Whoſe empire they obey, whoſe arms they bear. 
Blefs'd by afpiring winds, be finds the ſtrand 
Blacken'd with crowds; he ſees the nations ſtand 
Bleffing his ſafety, proud of his command. 
In various tongues be hears the Captains dwell 
On their great leader's praiſe, by turns they tell, 
And liſten, each with emulous glory fir'd, | 
How William conquer'd, and how France retir'd: ( 
How Belgia freed the hero's arm confeſs d. 
But trembl'd for the courage which ſhe bleſt. 

O Louis, from this great example know, 
To be at once a hero, and a foe: 
By ſounding trumpets, hear, and rat'ling drums, 
V hen William to the open vengeance comes: 
And ſee the ſoldier plead the monarch's right, 
Kc ading his troops, and foremoſt in the fight. 

Hence then cloſe ambuſh and perfidious war, | 
| Down to your native ſeats of night repair. ? 
And thou, Bellona, weep thy cruel pride 
Reſtraio'd, behind the victor's chariot ty d 
In brazen knots, and everlaſting chains. T, 
(So Europe's peace, fo William's fate ordains.) 
[| While ov the iv'ry chair, in happy ſtate 
Ke fits, ſecure in innocence, and great 
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| In regal clemency; and views beneath 
Averted darts of rage, and pointleſs arms of death. 


To Cron weeping. 
| FE, whilſt thou weep'ſt, fair Cloe, fee 
The world in ſympathy with thee. 
The chearful birds no longer ſing, 
Each droops his head, and hangs his wing. 
The clouds have bent their boſom lower, 
And ſhed their ſorrows in a ſhow'r. 
The brooks beyond their limits flow; 
And louder murmurs ſpeak their woe. 
I be nymphs and ſwains adopt thy cares: 
i They heave thy ſighs, and weep thy tears. 
Fantaſtic nymph! that grief ſhould move 
Thy heart obdurate againſt love. 
Strange tears! whoſe pow'r can ſoften all, 
But that dear breaſt on which they fall. 


To Mr Howard: 
AN ODE. 
I. 
Dan n from the ſoft aſſaults of love, 
Poets and painters never are fecure; 
Can I untouch'd the fair ones paſſions move? 
Or thou draw beauty, and not feel its pow's ? 
II. 
To great Apelles when young Ammon brought 
The darling idol of his captive heart; 
And the pleas'd nymph with kind attention fat, 
To have her charms recorded by bis art: 
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mr. 
The am'rous maſter own'd her potent eyes; 
Sigh'd when he look'd, and trembl'd as he drew: 
Each flowing line con firm d his firſt ſupriſe, 
And as the picce advanc'd, the paſlion grew. 
IV. 
While Philip's fon, while Venus ſon was near, 
What diffrent tortures does his boſom feel? 
Great was the rival, and the god ſevere: 
Nor could he hide his flame, nor durſt reveal. 
V 
The prince, renown'd in bounty as in arms, 
With pity ſaw the ill-conceal'd diſtreſs ; | 
Quitted his title to Campaſpe's charms, | 
And gave the fair one to the friend's embrace, 
VI. 
Thus the more beauteous Cloe fat to thee, 
Good Howard, emulous of the Grec an art: 
But happy thou, from Cnpid's arrow free, 
And flames that pierc'd thy predeceſſor's heart. 
VII. 
Had thy poor breaſt receiv d an equal pain; 
Had I been veſted with the monarch's pon er; 
Thou muſt have figh'd, unlucky youth, in vain; 
Nor from my bounty hadſi thou found a cure. 
VIII. 
Tho? to convince thee, that the friend did feel 
A kind concern for thy ill-fated care, 
I would have ſooth'd the flame, I could not heal; 
Giv'n thee the world ; tho” I with held the fair, 
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Lov = difarm'd. 
ExEATH a wyrtle's verdant ſhade 
As Cloe half a fleep was laid, 
Cupid perch'd lighely on ber breaſt, 
And in that heav'n defir'd to reſt: 
Over her paps his wings he ſpread : 
Between he found a downy bed, 
And neſtl'd in his little head. 
Still lay the god : the Nywph furpris'd, 
Yet miſtreſs of herſelf, deviſ d. 
Fow ſhe the vagrant might inthral. 
And captive him, who captives all. 
Her bodice half way ſhe unlac'd : 


About his arms ſhe flily caſt 
The ſilken bond, and held him faſt. 
The god awak'd; and thrice in vain 
He ſtrove to break the cruel chain; 
And thrice in vain he ſhook his wing, 
Incumber'd in the ſi ken ſti ing 
Flutt'ring the god, and weeping ſaid. 
Pity poor Cupid, generous maid, 
Who happen'd, being blind, to ſtray, 
And on thy boſom loſt his way: 
Who ſtray d, alas! but knew tco well, 
He never there muſt hope to dwell. 
Set an unhappy pris'ner free, 
Who ne er intended harm to thee. 
To me pertains not, ſhe replies, 
To know or care where Cupid flies ; 
What arc his haunts, or which his way ; 


Where he would dwell, or whither ſtray : 
Yet will I never ſet thee free: 
For harm was meant, and harm to me, 

Vain fears that vex thy virgin heart ! 
I'll give thee up my bow and dart: 
Untangle but this cruel chain, 

And freely let me fly again. 

Agreed: ſecure my virgin heart: 
Inſtant give up thy bow and dart: 

The chain PU in return unty; 
And freely thou again ſhalt fly. 

Thus ſhe the captive did deliver; 
The captive thus gave up his quiver. 
The god difarm'd, e'er fince that day 
Paſſes his life in harmleſs play; 

Flies round, or fits upon her breaſt, 
A little, flutt'ring, idle gneſt. 

E'er ſince that day the beauteous maid 
Governs the world in Cupid's ſtead 
Directs his arrow as ſhe wills; 


Gives grief, or pleaſure; ſpares, or kills. 


CLoEt HUNTING. 


| Bruun her neck her comely treſſes ty'd, 


Her iv'ry quiver graceful by her ſide, 
A hunting Cloe went: ſhe loſt her way, 
And thro? the woods uncertain chanc'd to ſtray. 
Apollo paſſing by beheld the maid; 
And, fiſter dear, bright Cynthia turn, he ſaid : 
The hunted hind lies cloſe in yonder brake. 
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Preorder 


| Loud Cupid laugh'd, to fee the god's miſtake; 
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And, laughing ery d. learn better, great divine, 
To know thy kindred, and to honour mine. 
Rightly advis'd, far hence thy filter ſeek, 

Or on Meander's bank, or Latmus peak. 

But in this nymph, my friend, my ſiſter know : 
She draws my arrows, and ſhe bends my bow : 
Fair Thames ſhe haunts, and ev'ry neighd'ring grove 
Sacred to ſoft receſs, and gentle love. 

Go, with thy Cynthia, hurl the pointed ſpear 

At the rough boar; or chaſe the flying deer: 

I and my Cloe take a nobler am; 

At human hearts we fling, nor ever miſs the game. 


Cueid and GANYMEDE, 


[dark one holy-day, you read 
In wiſe Anacreon, Ganymede 

Drew heedleſs Cupid in, to throw 

A main, to paſs an hour, or ſo. 

The little Trojan, by the way, 

By Hermes taught, play'd all the play. | 
The god unhappily engag'd, 

By nature raſh, by play enrag'd, 

Complain'd, and ſigh'd, and cry'd, and fretted; 


Nick d up long fince from Danae's ſhow'r ; 
A ſauſh-box, ſet with bleeding hearts, 
Rubies, all picrc'd with diamond darts ; 
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His nine-pins, mode of myrtle wood; 
(The tres in Ida's foreſt ſtood) 

His bowl pure gold, the very fame 
Which Paris give the Cyprian dame; 
Two table-books in ſhagreen covers, 
Fill'd wikh good verſe from real lovers; 
Merchandiſe rare! « billet-doux, * 
Its matter paſſionate, yet true; 

Heaps of hair rings. and cypher'd ſeals ; 
Rich trifles; ſerious bagatelles. 

What ſad diforders play begets! 
Deſp'rate and mad, at length he ſects 
Thoſe darts, whoſe points make gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his pow'r : 
Thoſe darts, whence all our joy and pain 
Ariſe : thoſe darts come, ſeven's the main, 
Cries Ganymede: the uſual trick : 
Seven, flur a fix; eleven: a nick. 

Ill news goes faſt: ' Twas quickly known, 
That ſimple Cupid was undone. 
Swifter than lightning Venus flew : 

Too late ſhe found the thing too true. 
Gueſs how the goddeſs greets her ſon: 
Come hither, ſirrah; no, begon; 
And. hark ye, is it ſo indeed? 

A comrade you for Ganymede ? 

An imp as wicked, for his age, 

As any earthly lady's page ; 

A ſcandal and a ſcourge to Troy: 

A prince's ſon? a black-guard boy; 
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' A ſharper that with box and dice 
Draws in young Deities to vice. 
All heav'n is by the ears together, 
Juno berſelf has had no peace : 
And truly I've been favour'd leſs : 
; For Joe, as Fame reports, (but Fame 
Says things not fit for me to name) 


20 


Has acted ill for ſuch a god. 
And taken ways extremely odd. 

And thou, unhappy child, ſhe ſaid 
(Her anger by ber grief allay'd) 
Unhappy child, who thus bas loſt 
All the eſtate we eber could boaſt ; 
Whither, O whither wilt thou run, 

Thy name deſpis'd, thy weakneſs known? 
Nor ſhall thy ſhrine on earth be crown'd : 
Nor ſhall thy pow'r in heav n be own'd; 
When thou, nor man, nor god. can't wound. 

Obedient Cupid kneeling ery d. 
Ceaſe, dearcſt mother, ceaſe to chide: 
Gany's a cheat, and I'm a bubble: 

Yet why this great exceſs of trouble ? 
The dice were falſe: the darts are gone: 
N Yet how are you, or I undene? 

The loſs of theſe l can ſupply 

| With keener ſhafts from Cloe's eye: 
Fear not, we cer ean be difgrac'd, 

| While that bright magazine ſhall laſt: 
Your crouded altars till hall ſmoke; 
And man your friendly aid inyoke : 
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And riſe a ſwan, or fall a ſhow'r. 


' CUPID miſtaken. 
I. 
rn 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river ; 
Cupid a- ſhooting went that way, 
New ſtrung his bow, new-fill'd his quiver. 
IT. 


With &ill he choſe his ſharpeſt dart: 
Wu all his might his bow he drew. 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too well guided arrow flew. 
III. 
I faint! I die! the Goddeſs cry'd: 
O cruel, covld'ſt thou find none other, 
To wreck thy ſpleen on? parricide ! 
Like Nero, thou haſt flain thy mother. 
IV. 
Poor Cupid ſobbing ſcarce could ſpeak ; 
Indeed, mamma, 1 did not know ye: 
Alas! how eaſy my miſtake? 
I took you for your likneſs Cloe. 


VENUS miſtaken. 
HEN Cloe's picture was to Venus ſhown; 


And what, ſaid ſhe, does this bold painter mean? 
When was [ bathing thus, and naked ſeen? 


Surpris'd, the goddeſs took it for her own. 
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Pleas'd Cupid heard, and check'd his mother's pride: 
And who's blind now, mamma? the urchin cry'd. 
Tia Cloe's eye, and check, and lip, and breaſt: 
Friend Howard's genius fancy 'd all the reſt. 
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7 wine end mnkic deve the ow, 

To eaſe the fickneſs of the foul ; 
Let Phoebus every ſtring explore; 
And Bacchus fill the ſprightly bowl. 
To make my Cloe's abſence light; 
And ſeek for pleaſure, to deſtroy 
The ſorrows of this live- long night. 

But ſhe to morrow will return: 
Venus, be thou to morrow great; 
Thy myrtles ſtrow, thy odours burn ; 
And meet thy fav'rite nymph in ſtate. 
Kind goddeſs, to no other pow'rs 
Let us to morrow's bleſſings own : 
Thy darling loves ſhall guide the hours; 
Aud all the day be thine alone. 


The DOVE. 
——Tantacne animis coeleſtibus irac ? Vine. 
I. 
Ir. facred verſe we find, 
That paſſion can depreſs or raiſe 
The heavenly as the human mind : 


Who dare deny what Virgil ſays? 
Vor. I. G 
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But if they (bould; what our great maſter 
Has thus laid down, my tale ſhall prove. 


Fair Venus wept the fad difaſter 
Of having loſt her fav'rite dove. 
III. 


He vow d be d leave no ſtone unturn d, 
But ſhe ſhould have ber dove again. 
IV. 
"Tho? none, ſaid be, ſhall yet be nam d. 
I know the ſelon well enough : 
But be ſhe not, Mamma, condemn d 
Without a fair and legal proof. 
V. 
With that, his longeſt dart he took, 
As conſtable would take his ſlaff: 
That gods defire like men to look, 
Wou'd make cv'n Heraclitus laugh. 
VI. 


Love's ſubaltern, a duteous band, 


Like watchmen round their chief appear : 


Each had his lanthorn in his hand: 


And Venus maſk'd brought up the rear. 


VII. 

Accouter'd thus, their eager-ftep 

To Cloe's lodging they directed: 

(At once L write, alas! and weep, 

That Cloe is of theft ſuſpeted.) 
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VIII. 
Lie they ſet out, had far to go: 
gt Dunſtan s as they paſs'd, ſtruck one. 
Cloe for reaſons good, you know, 
Lives at the ſober end o'th” town. 
IX. 
With one great peal they rap the door, 
Like footmen on a viſiting day. 
Folks at her houſe at ſuch an hour! 
Lord! what will all the neighbours ſay ? 
X. 
| The door is open'd: up they run: 
Nor prayers, nor threats divert their ſpeed: 
Thieves! thieves! cries Suſan ; we're undone ; 
They'li kiil my miſtrcfs in her bed. 
XI. 
In bed indeed the nymph had been 
Three hours: for all hiſtorians ſay, 
She commonly went up at ten, 
Unleſs piquet was in the way. 
XII. 
She wak d. be ſure, with tirange ſurpriſe. 
O Cupid, is this right or law, 
Thus to diſturb the brighteſt eyes, 
That ever ſlept, or ever ſaw ? 
XIII. 
Have you obſerv'd a ſitting hare, 
Liſt'ning, and fearful of the ſtorm 
Of horns and hounds, clap back her ear, 
G 2 
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XIV. 
Or have you mark d a partridge quake, 
Viewing the tow'ring faulcon nigh ? 
She cuddles low behind the brake: 
Nor wou'd ſhe ſtay: nor dares ſhe fly. 
XV. 
Then have you ſeen the beauteous maid; 
When gazing on her midnight foes, 
She turn'd cach way her frighted head, 
Then ſunk it deep beneath the cloaths. 
XVI. 
Venus this while was in the chamber 
Incognito: for Suſan faid, 
It ſmelt ſo ſtrong of myrrh and amber 
And Sufan is no lying maid. 
XVII. 
But ſince we have no preſent need 
Of Venus for an epiſode; 
With Cupid let us een proceed: 
And thus to Cloe ſpoke the god: 
XVIII. 
Hold vp your head: hold up your hand: 
Wou'd it were not my lot to ſhew ye 
This cruel writ, wherein you ſtand 
Indifted by the name of Cloe: 
XIX. 
For by that ſecret malice ſtirr'd. 
Or by an emulous pride invited. 


| You have purloin d the fav'rite bird. 


In which my mother moſt delighted. 
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XX. 
Her bluſhing face the lovely maid 
Rais'd juſt above the milk-white ſheet. 
A roſe-tree in a lilly bed. 
Nor glows ſo red, nor breathes fo fweet. 
XXI. 
Are you not he whom virgins fear, 
And widows court? is not your name 
Fair maiden, I'm the very ſame. 
XXII. 
Then what have I, good Sir, to ſay. 
Or do with her, you call your mother? 
If I ſhould meet her in my way, 
We hardly court'ſy to each other. 
XXIII. 
Diana chaſte, and Hebe ſweet, 
Witneſs that what I ſpeak is true: 
I wou'd not give my paroquet, 
For all the doves that ever flew. 
XXIV 
Yet, to compoſe this midnight noiſe, 
Go freely ſearch where · e er you pleaſe : 
(The rage that rais'd, adorn her voice) 
Upon yon' toilet lie my keys. 
XXV. 
Her keys he takes; her doors unlocks; 
Thro' wardrobe, and thro? cloſet bounces ; 
Peeps into ev'ry cheſt and box; 
Turns all her furbeloes and flounces. 
G 3 


| XXVI. 
But Dove, depend on d. finds he none; 
80 to the bed returns again: 
And now the maiden, bolder grown, 
Begins to treat him with diſdain. 
XXVII. 
I marvel much, ſhe ſmiling ſaid. 
Your poultry cannot yet be found: 
Lies he in yooder flipper dead, 
Or may be, in the tea-pot drown'd? 
XXVII. 
No, traytor, angry Love replies. 
He's hid ſomewhere about your breaſt ; 
& place, nor god, nor man denies, 
For Venus Dove the proper neſt. 
XXIX. 
Search then, ſhe ſaid, put in your hand, 
And Cynthia, dear protectreſs: guard me: 
As guilty I. or free may ſtand, 
Do thou, or puniſh, or reward me. 
XXX. 
But ah ! what maid to love can truſt; 
He ſcorns, and breaks all legal power : 
Into her breaſt his hand he thruſt ; 
And in a moment fore'd it lower. 
XXXI. 
O, whither do thoſe fingers rove, 
Cries Cloe, treacherous urchin, whither ? 
© Venus! I ſhall find thy Dove, 
Says he; for fure I touch his feather. 
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4 LOVER'S ANGER. 

$ Cloe came into the room t other day, 

I pecviſh began; where ſo long cou'd you ſtay? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour : 
You promis d at two; and (pray look child) dis four. 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels; 
'Tis cnough, that 's loaded with baubles and ſeals. 
A temper fo beedleſs no mortal can bear 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 
Lord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe; let a body but ſpeak: 
Here's an ugly bard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vext me to ſuch a degree 
See here; for you never believe me; pray fee, 
On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made, 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay d. 
That ſeat of delight I with wonder ſurvey d; 
And forgot ev'ry word I deſign'd to have ſaid. 


Mracuxr andCupip. 
reer | 

Sent Hermes down to Ida's grove, 
Commanding Cupid to deliver 
His tore of darts, his total quiver ; 

That Hermes (hou'd the weapons break, 
Or throw em into Lethe's lake. 

Hermes, you know, muſt do his errand: 
He found his man, produc'd his warrant : 
Cupid, your darts this very hour 
There's no contending againſt power. 


| 
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How fallen Jupiter, juſt now 
I think L faid: and you'll allow, 
That Cupid was as bad as he : 
Hear but the youngſter's repartee. 
Come kinſman (faid the little god) 
Put off your wings, lay by your rod ; 
Retire with me to yonder bower ; 
And reſt your ſelf for half an hour: 
"Tis far idideed from hence to heav'n : 
And you fly faſt: and dis but ſeven. 
We'll take one cooling cup of neftar ; 
And drink to this ccleftial Hector 
He break my darts, or hurt my pow'r ! 
He, Leda fwan, and Danae's ſhow'r ' 
Go, bid him his wife's tongue reſtrain ; 
And mind his thunder, and his rain 
My darts? O certainly I'll give 'em: 
From Cloe's eyes he ſhall receive em: 
There's one, the beſt in all my quiver, 
Twang ! thro? his very heart and liver. 
He then ſhall pine, and figh, and rave: 
Good lord ! what buſtle ſhall we have! 
Neptune muſt ſtraight be ſent to ſea; 
And Flora ſummon'd twice a-day : 
One muſt find ſhells, and t'other flow'rs, 
For cooling grotts, and fragrant bow'rs, 
That Cloe may be ſerv'd in ſtate: 
The Hours muſt at her toilet wait : 
Whilſt all the reaſoning fools below, 
Wonder their watches go too flow. 


—_  . — — — 
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Lybs muſt fly fouth, and Eurus eat, 
For jewels for ber hair and breaſt : 
No matter tho” their cruel haſte 
Sink cities, and lay foreſts waſte. 
No matter tho this fleet be loſt; 
or that lie wind-bound on the coaſt. 
What whiſp'ring in my mother's car ! 
| What care, that Juno ſhou'd not bear! 
| What work among you ſcholar gods! 
| Phoebus muſt write him am rous odes: 
| His letters in ſubmiſſive proſe : 
| 


Whilſt haughty Cloe, to ſuſtain 
| The honour of my myſtic reign, 
Shall all his gifts and vows diſdain, 
And laugh at your old bully's pain. 
Dear covz, ſaid Hermes in a fright, 
For heav'n ſake keep your darts: good night. 


On BZAUur YT. ARippie. 
| EsoL vx me, Cloe, what is this : 
Or forfeit me one precious kiſs. 
Nis the firſt off· ſy ring of the Graces : 
Bears diff rent forms in diff rent places; 
| Acknowledg's fine, where-e'er beheld; 
Yet fancy'd finer, when conceal'd. 
Twas Flora's wealth, and Circe's charm ; 
Pandora's box of good and harm: 
'Twas Mars's wiſh, Endymion's dream ; 
Apelles' draught, and Ovid's theme. 
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This guided Theſeus thro” the maze; 

And fene him home with life and praiſe. 
But this undid the Phrygian boy; 

And blew the flames that rom d Troy. 


And help'd rich Jaſon to the fleece 

This thro? the eaſt juſt vengeance hurl'd, 

Injur'd, tho“ Lucrece found her doom; 

This baniſh'd tyranny from Rome. 

Appeas'd, tho? Lais gain d her hire; 

This ſet Perſepolis on fire. 

Far this, Alcides learn d to ſpin : 

His club laid down, and lion's ſkin. 

For this, Apollo deign'd to keep, 

With ſervile care, a mortal's ſhecp. 

For this the father of the gods, 

Content to leave his high abodes, 

In borrow'd figures looſely ran, 

Europa's bull, and Leda's ſwan, 

For this he reaſſumes the nod, 

( While Semele commands the god) 

Launces the bolt, and ſhakes the poles ; 

Tho” Momus laughs, and Juno feolds. 
Here liſt' ning Cloe fmil'd and faid; 

Your riddle is not hard to read : 

I gueſs it Fair one, if you do; 

Need [, alas! the theme purſue? 

For this thou ſeeſt, for this I leave, 


Whate'er the world thinks wiſe and grave, 
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My uſeful books, and ſerious muſe. 
For this I willingly decline 

The mirth of feaſts, and joys of wine; 
And chooſe to fit and talk with thee, 
(As thy great orders may decree) 

Of cocks and bulls, of flutes and fiddles, 
Of idle tales, and fooliſh riddles. 


The Qu e$TLON, to LiszTTA. 


WHAT =ymph mould I admire, or truſt. 
But Cloe beauteous, Cloe juſt ? 
What nymph ſhould I defire to fee, 
But her who leaves the plain for me? 
To whom ſhould I compoſe the lay, 
But her who liſtens when | play? 
To whom in ſong repeat my cares, 
But her who in my ſorrow ſhares? 
For whom ſhould | the garland make, 
But her who joys the gift to take, 
And boaſts ſhe wears it for my ſake? 
In love am I not fully bleſt ? 
Liſetta, pr'ythee tell the reſt. 


LisETTa's REPLY, 
8 Cloe juſt, and Cloe fair 
Deſerves to be your only care: 
But when you and ſhe to day 
Far into the wood did ſtray, 
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And I happen'd to paſs by; 

Which way did you caſt your eye? 
But when your cares to her you ſing, 
Yet dare not tell her whence they ſpring; 
Does it not more afflit your heart, 
That in theſe cares ſhe bears a part? 
When you the flow'rs for Cloe twine, 
Why do you to her garland join 

The meaneſt bud that falls from mine? 
Simpleſt of ſwains! the world may ſee, 
Whom Cloe loves, and who love me. 


The GantLAnD. 


I. 
"= pride of ev'ry grove I choſe, 
The violet ſweet, and lilly fair, 
The dappl'd pink, and bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my charming Cloe's hair. 
IL. 

At morn the nymph vouchſaft to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 
The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 

The ſcent lefs fragrant than her breath. 1 
III. 
The flow'rs ſhe wore along the day: 
And ev'ry nymph and ſhepherd ſaid, 
That in her hair they look'd more gay, 
Than glowing in their native bed. ] 


| SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


: IV. 
| Cndreſt at evening, when ſhe found 
Their odours loft, their colcurs paſt ; 
She chang'd her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eye ſhe caft. 
V. 
That eye dropt ſenſe diſtinct and clear, 
As any muſe's tongue cou'd ſpeak ; 
When from its lid a pearly tear 
Ran trickling down her beautcous cheek. 
VI. 
| Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
My love, my life, faid I, explain 
| This change of humour : pr'ythee tell : 
| That falling tear —— what does it mean? 
VIL. 
She figh'd; ſhe ſmil'd: and to the flow'rs 
Pointing, the lovely moraliſt ſaid: 
| bee, friend, in ſome few fleeting hours, 
| Sec yonder, what a change is made. 
| VIII. 
Ah me! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of beauty are but one: 
At morn both flouriſh bright and gay, 
| Both fade at evening, pale, and gone. 
IX. 


At dawn poor Stella dane 'd and ſung; 
The am rous youth around her bow'd; 
At night her fatal knell was rung; 
I faw, and kifs'd her in her ſhrowd. 
Vor. I. H 
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X. 
Such as ſhe is, who dy'd to day; 
Such I, alas! may be to morrow : 
The juſtice of thy Cloe s forrow. 


The LAD v who offers her looking-glaſs to 
VENUS. 
1 
Since I am not what I was; 
What from this day I ſhall be, 
Venus, let me never ſee. 


CLOE JEALOUS. 
I. 
2 to aſk me, why I weep; 
Vent Cloe to her ſhepherd faid: 
'Tis for my two poor ſtraggling ſheep 
Perhaps, or for my ſquirrel dead. 
| II. 


For mind I what you late have writ ? 
Your ſubtile queſtions, and replies; 
Emblems, to teach a female wit 
The ways, where changing Copid flies. 
III. 


Your riddle purpos d to rehearſe 
The general pow'r that beauty has: 
But why did no peculiar verſe 
Deſcribe one charm of Cloe's face ? 
3 
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; IV. 
| The glaſs, which was at Venus? ſhrine, 
With ſuch myſterious forrow laid: 
The garland (and you call it mine) 
Which ſhow'd how youth and beauty fade. 
* 


Ten thouſand trifles light as theſe 
Nor can my rage, nor anger move: 
She ſhou'd be humble, who wou'd pleaſe : 
And ſhe muſt ſuffer, who can love. 
VI. 
When in my glaſs I chanc'd to look; 
Of Venus what did I implore ? 
That ev'ry grace which thence I took, 
| Shou'd know to charm my Damon more. 
VII. 
Reading thy verſe ; who heeds, ſaid I, 
If here or there his glances flew ? 
O free forever be his eye, 
Whoſe heart to me is always true. 
| VIIL. 
My bloom indeed, my little flow'r 
Of beauty quickly loſt its pride: 
For ſever'd from its native bow'r, 


* dy'd. 


Yet car'd I not, * 
Or withering wreath, or fleeting youth: 
Love I eſteem'd more ſtrong than age, 
And time leſs permanent than truth. 
| H 3 | 


20 FOEMS ON 

W X. 

Why then I weep, forbear to know: 
Fall uncontrouFd my tears, and free: 

O Damon, dis the only woe, | 
I ever yet conceal'd from thee. | | 

XI. 

The ſecret wound with which I bleed 
Shall lie wrapt up, even in my hearſe : 

| But on my tomb- tone thou ſhalt read, 

My anſwer to thy dubious verſe. 


| Answrnx to Cor JEALOUS, in the ſame ſtile, 
The Author ſick. 


I. 
2 faireſt proof of beauty 's pow'r, 
Dear idol of my panting heart, 
Nature points this my fatal bour : 
And 1 have liv'd; and we mult part. 
II. 
While now I take my laſt adicu. | 
Heave thou no ſigh, nor ſhed a tear; 
Leſt yet my ha!f-clos'd eye may view ( 
On earth an object worth its care. | 
| III. 
5 From jealouſy's tormentiog ſtrife 
For ever be thy boſom freed : 
That nothing may diſſ u b thy life, 
| | Content | haſten to the dead. 


lc, 


© Yet when ſome better-fated youth 
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iv. 


Shall with his am'rous parly move thee ; 
Reflect one moment on his truth 


Who dying thus, perſiſts to love thee. 


A BztTEr Au WER. 


I. 
D how blubber d is that pretty face? 
Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncuri'd: 
Pr'ythee quit this caprice; and (as old Falſtaff ſays) 
Let us een talk a little like folks of this world. 
IT. 
How canſt thou preſume, thou haſt leave to deſtroy 
The beauties, which Venus but lent to thy keeping? 
Thoſe looks were deſign'd to inſpire love and joy: 
OT n 
To be vext at a trifle or two that I write, a 
Your judgment at once, and my paſſion you wrong: | 
You take that for fact, which will ſcarce be found wit: 
Od's life! muſt one ſwear to the truth of a ſong? | 


IV. i 

What I ſpeak, my fair Cloe, and what I write, ſhows 
The difference there is betwixt nature and art : , 

I court others in verſe; but I love thee in proſe: 


R | 
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V. 
The god of us verſe-men (you know child) the Sun, 
How after his journeys he ſets up his reſt : 
If at morning o'er earth tis his fancy to run: 
At night he reclines on his Thetis's breaſt. 
VI. 
So when I am weary'd with wand'ring all day; 
To thee my delight in the evening | come: 
No matter what beauties [ ſaw in my way: 
They were but my viſits, but thou art my home. 
VII. 
Then ſiniſh, dear Cloe, this paſtoral war; 
And let us like Horace and Lydia agree: 
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her, 
As he was a poet ſublimer than me. 


PALLAS and VENUS. 
An Ertan. 
of Trojan ſwain had judg'd the great diſpute 
And beauty's pow'r obtain'd the golden fruit; 

When Venus, looſe in all ber naked charms, 
Met Jove's great daughter clad in ſhining arms. 
The wanton goddeſs view'd the warlike maid 
From head to foot, and tauntingly ſhe ſaid: 

Yield, ſiſter; rival, yield: naked, you ſee, 
I vanquiſh : gueſs how potent I ſhould be; 
If to the field I came in armour dreſt; 
Dreadful, like thine, my ſhield, and terrible my creſt. 

The warrior goddeſs with diſdain reply'd ; 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride: 


— 
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Let a brave enemy for once adviſe, 

And Venus (if 'tis poſlible) be wiſe. 

Thou to be ſtrong mult put off every dreſs: 
Thy only armour is thy nakedneſs: 

And more than once, (or thou art much bely d) 
By Mars himſelf that armour has been try'd. 


To a young Gen TLEMAN in Lovx. 
A TALE. 
Fou public noiſe and fatious ſtrife, 
From all the buſy ills of life, 
Take me, my Celia, tothy breaſt ; 
And lull my wearied foul to reſt: 
For ever, in this humble cell, 
Let thee and [, my fair one, dwell; 
None enter elſe, but Love—— and he 
Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 
To painted roofs, and ſhining ſpires 
(Uneaſy ſeats of high deſires) 
Let the unthinking many croud, 
That dare be covetqus and proud: 
In golden bondage let them wait, 
And barter happineſs for ſtate : 
But oh! my Celia, when thy ſwain 
Deſires to ſee a court again; 
May heav'n around this deſtin'd head 


| The choiceſt of its curſes ſhed: 


To ſum up all the rage of fate, 
In the two things I dread and hate; 
May'ſt thou be falſe, and I be great. 


Thus, on his Celia's panting breaſt, 
Fond Celadon his ſoul expreſt; 
While with delight the lovely maid 
Neceiv'd the vows, ſhe thus repaid: 

Hope of my age, joy of my youth, 
Bleſt miracle of love and truth 
All that cou'd e er be counted mine, 
My love and life, long ſince are thine : 
A real joy I never knew; 

Till I believ'd thy paſſion true: 

A real grief I ne'er can find; 

Till thou prov'ſt perjur'd or unkind. 
Contempt, and poverty, and care, 
All we abhor, and all we fcar, 

Bleſt with thy preſence, I can bear. 


Thro? waters, and thro” flames I'll go, 


Suff'rer and ſolace of thy woe: 

Trace me ſome yet unheard-of way, 
That I thy ardour may repay ; 

And make my conſtant paſſion known, 
By more than woman yet has done. 
Had I a wiſh that did not bear 

The ſtamp and image of my dear; 
I'd pierce my heart thro” ey'ry vein, 
And die to let it out again. 


No: Venus ſhall my witneſs be, 


(It Venus ever lov'd like me) 

That for one hour I wou'd not quit 
My ſhepherd's arms, and this retreat, 
To be the Perſian monarch's bride, 
Part'ner of all his power and pride; 
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| Or rule in regal ſlate above, 


Mother of gods, and wife of Jove. 
O happy theſe of human race! 
But ſoon, alas! our pleaſures paſs. 
He thank'd her on his bended koer ; 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea ; 
And leaving her ador'd embrace, 
Haſten'd to court to beg a place. 
While ſhe, his abſence to bemoan, 
The very moment he was gone, 
Call'd Thyrſis from beneath the bed; 
Where all this time he had been hid. 


M 0 N 4 L 
WY B1LE men heve theſh antiions Gnckess 
And wanton wenches rcad romances ; 
Our ſex will what? out with it. Lye; 
And theirs in equal ſtrains reply. 
The moral of the tale I fing 
(A poſy for a wedding ring) 
In this ſhort verſe will be conſin d: 
Love is a jeſt, and vows are wind. 


An ENO LIS H PADLOCK. 
Iss DAN ARE, when fair and young 
(As Horace has divinely ſung) 
Cou'd not be kept from Jove's embrace 
By doors of ſtecl, and walls of Eraſs. 
The reaſon of the thing is clear ; 
Wou'd Jove the naked truth aver: 
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Cupid was with him of the party; 

And ſhew'd himſelf ſincere and hearty: 
For, give that whipſter but his errand ; 
He takes my lord chief juſtice” warrant : 
Dauntleſs as death away he walks; 
Breaks the doors open; ſnaps the locks ; 
Searches the parlour, chamber, ſtudy ; 
Nor ſtops till he has Culprit's body. 

Since this has been authentic truth, 
By age deliver'd down to youth ; 

Tell us, miſtaken huſband, tell us, 
Why fo myſterious, why fo jealous ? 
Does the reſtraint, the bolt, the bar 
Make us leſs curious, her leſs fair? 

The ſpy, which does this treaſure keep, 
Does ſhe ne'er ſay her pray'rs, nor ſleep? 
Does ſhe to no exceſs incline ? 

Does ſhe fly muſic, mirth, and wine? 

Or have not gold and flatt'ry pow'r, 

To purchaſe one unguarded hour ? 

Your care does further yet extend : 
That ſpy is guarded by your friend. 
But has this friend nor eye, nor heart ? 
May he not feel the cruel dart, 
Which, ſoon or late, all mortals feel ? 
May he not, with too tender zcal, 

Give the fair pris'ner cauſe to ſee, 
How much he wiſhes, ſhe were free ? 
May he not craftily infer 

The rules of friendſhip too ſevere, 
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| Which chain him to a hated truſt; 
Which make him wretched, to be juſt ? 
Youthful and healthy, fleſh and blood, 
Eaſy with him, ill-us'd by thee, 
Allow this logic to be good ? 
Sir, will your queſtions never end? 
I truſt to neither ſpy nor friend. 
In ſhort, I keep her from the fight 
Of ev'ry human face. She Il write. 
From pen and paper ſhe's debar dq 
Has ſhe a bodkin and a card? 
She'll prick her mind. She will you ſay: 
But how ſhall ſhe that mind convey ? 
I keep her in one room : I lock it: 
The key (look here) is in this pocket. 
The key-hole, is that left? Moſt certain. 
She'll thurſt her letter thro'——Sir Martin. 
Dear angry friend, what muſt be done? 
Is there no way ?—— There is but one. 
Send her abroad; and let her ſee, 
That all this mingled maſs, which ſhe 
Being forbidden longs to know, 
Is a dull farce, an empty ſhow, 
Powder, and pocket-glaſs, and beau; 
A ſtaple of romance and lies, 
Falſe tears, and real perjuries : 
Where ſighs aud looks are bought and ſold; 
And love is made but to be told : 
Where the fat bawd, and laviſh heir 
The ſpoils of ruin'd beauty ſhare: 
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And youth ſeduc'd from friends and fame, 
Mult give up age to want and ſhame. 
Let her behold the frantic ſcene, 

The women wretched, falſe the men : 
And when, theſe certain ills to ſhun, 
She would to thy embraces run; 
Receive her with extended arms : 

Seem more delighted with her charms: 
Wait on her to the park and play: 

Put on good humour ; make her gay: 
Be to her virtues very kind : 

Be to her faults a little blind: 

Let all ber ways be unconfin'd: 

And clap your Padlock on her mind. 


HANS CARVEL. 
Aus Can v L, impotent and old, 
Married a laſs of London mould: 
Handſome? enough ; extremely gay : 
Lov'd muſic, company, and play: 
High flights ſhe had, and wit at will: 
And ſo her tongue lay ſeldom ſtill: 
For in all viſits who but ſhe, 
To argue, or to repartee? 
She made it plain, dans 
Was order d by predeſtination ; 
That if weak women went aſtray, - 
Their ſtars were more in fault than they : 
Whole tragedies the had by heart; 
Enter d into Roxana's part: 
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triumph in ber rival's blood, 

The action certainly was good. 

How like a vine young Ammon curl'd! 
O that dear conqu”ror of the world! 
She pity'd Betterton in age, 

| That ridicul'd the god-like rags. 

She, firſt of all the town, was told, 
Where neweſt ludia things were fold : 
80 in a morning, without bodice, 
Slipt ſometimes out to Mrs. Thody's; 
To cheapen tea, to buy a ſcreen : 
What elſe could fo much virtue mean? 
For to prevent the leaſt reproach, 
Betty went with her in the coach. 
| But when no very great affair 
Excited her peeuliar care; 
| She without fail was wak d at ten; 
| Drank chocolate, then flept again: 

At twelve ſhe roſe; with much ado 
Her cloaths were huddl'd on by two; 
Then, does wy lady dine at home ? 
| ore; —— clot cnc? 
| Next, how to ſpend the afternoon, 
And not come home again too ſoon ; 
The change, the city, or the play, 

As each was proper for the day; 
A turn in ſummer to Hyde-park, 
When it grew tolerably dark. 

Wife's pleaſure cauſes huſband's pain: 
Strange fancies come in Hans's brain: 
vo T. I. 1 
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He thought of what he did nat name; 
And would reform; but duzſt not blame. 
At firſt he therefore preach'd his wife 
The comforts of a pious life : 

Told her, how tranſient beauty was; 
That all muſt die, and ficſh was graſs : 


He bought her ſermons, palms, and graces; 


And doubl'd-down the uſeful places. 

But ſtill the weight of worldly care 

Allow'd ber little time for pray'r : 

And Cleopatra was read o'er, 

While Scot, and Wake, and twenty more, 

That teach one to deny one's ſelf, 

Stood unmoleſted on the ſhelf. | 

An untouch'd Bible grac'd her toilet: 

Na fear that thumb of her's ſhou'd ſpoil it. 

In ſhort, the trade was till the fame : 

The dame went out: the colonel came. 

What's to be done? poor Carvel cry'd: 

Another batt ry muſt be try d: 

What if to ſpells I had recourſe? | 

'Tis but to hinder ſomething worſe. 

The end mult juſtify the means: 

He only ſins who ill intends: 

Since therefore 'tis to combat evil; 

'Tis lawful to employ the devil. 
Forthwith the devil did appear 

(For name him and he's always near) 

Not in the ſhape in which be plics 

At miſs's elbow when ſhe lies; 
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Or ſtands before the nurs'ry doors, 

To take the naughty boy that roars : 

But without ſaweer eye or claw, 

Like a grave borrifter at law. 

Hans Carvel, lay aſide your grief, 
The devil ſays; 1 bring relief. 
Relief, ſays Hans: pray let me crave 
Your name, Sir, — Satan. Sir, your ſlave ; 
I did not look upon your feet : 

You'll pardon me: Ay now I feet: 
And pray, Sir, when came you from hell? 
Our friends there, did you leave them well > 
All well : but pr'ythee honeſt Hans, 

(Says Satan) leave your complaiſance : 
The truth is this: I cannot tay 

Flaring in ſun-ſhine all the day: 

For, entre nous, we helliſh ſprites, 

Love more the freſco of the nights ; 

And oft'ner our receipts convey 

In dreams, than any other way. 

I tell you therefore as a friend, 

Ere morning dawns, your fears {hall end: 
Go then this evening, Maſter Carvel, 

Lay down your fowls, and broach your barrel; 
Let friends and wine diffolve your care; 
Whilſt I the great receipt prepare: 
To night I'll bring it, by my faith; 
Believe for once what Satan ſaith. 

Away went Hans: Glad? Not a little; 
Odey d the devil to a tittle; 
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Invited friends ſome balf a donn, 
The colonel, and my lady's cot ſin. 
The meat was ferv'd; the bowls were crown'd; 
Catches were ſung ; and healths went round? 
Barbadoes waters for the cloſe: | 
Till Hans had fairly got his doſe : 
: The colonel toaſted to the beſt : 
The dame mov d off, to be undreſt : 
The chimes went twelve: The gueſts withdrew : 
But when, or how, Hans hardly knew. 
Some modern anecdotes aver, 
He nodded in his elbow chair ; 
From thence was carry'd of to bed : 
Ihn hell his heels, and Nan his head. 
My lady was difturb'd : new forrow ! 
Which Hans muſt anſwer for to morrow. 
In bed then view this happy pair ; 
And think bow tlymen trivmph'd there. 
Fans, faſt a fle-p, as foon as laid; 
The duty of the night unpuid: 
I be waking dame, with thoughts oppreſt, 
'T hat made ber hate both him and reſt; 
By ſuch a huſband, ſuch a wife! 
| Tas Acme's and Septimius? life: 
| The lady fi;h'd: the lover ſnor'd : 
The pur tual devil kept his word: 
Appcar'd to honeſt Hans again; 
But not at all by madam feen ; 
And giving him a magic ring, 
Fit for the finger of a king; 


—— 


| Dear Hans, ſaid be, this jewel take, 
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And wear it long for Satan's fake: 

Twill do your buſineſs to u hair: 

For long as you this ring ſhall wear, 

As ſure as I look over Lincoln, 

That ne'er ſhall happen which you think on: 
Hans took the ring with joy extream; 

(All this was only in a dream) 

And thruſting it beyond his jomt, 

'Tis done, he cry'd: I've gain d my point. _— 

What point, faid ſhe, you ugly beaft ? 

You neither give me joy nor reſt: 

' Tis done. What's done, you drunken bear? 

You've thruſt your finger G— d knows where. 


A Durex Pov. 


IRE. water, woman, are man's ruin ; 
Says wiſe profeſſor Vander Brüin. 
By flames a houſe I hir'd was loſt 
Laſt year: and I muſt pay the coſt. 
This ſpring the rains o'erflow'd my ground: 
And my beſt Flanders mare was drown'd. 
A ſlave I am to Clara's eyes: 
The gipſey knows her pow'r, and flies. 
Fire, water, woman, are my ruin: 


And great thy wiſdom, Vander Briiin. 


' I'3 


PAULO PURGANTI axp ris WIFE: 
An honeſt, but a fample pair. 


Eſt enim quiddam, idque intelligitur in omni virtute, 
quod deceat : quod cogitatione magis à virtute poteſt 
quam re ſcparati. Cic.d: Orr. L. I. 


EY ON D the fix'd and ſettl'd rules 
Of vice and virtue in the ſchools, 
Beyond the letter of the law, 
Which keeps our men and maids in awe, 
The better fort ſhould ſet before em | 
A grace, a manner, a decorum ; 
Something, that gives their acts a light; 
Makes 'em not only juſt, but bright ; 
And ſets em in that open fame, 
Which witty malice cannot blame. | 
For tis in life, as tis in painting: | 
Much may be right, yet much be wantiog ; | 
From lines drawn true, our eye may trace | | 
A foot, a knee, a band, a face: | 
May juſtly own the picture wrought ] 
Exact to rule, exempt from fault: 
Yet if the colouring be not there, ' 
The Titian ſtroke, the Guido air ; | 
To niceſt judgment ſhow the piece; | 
At beſt "twill only not diſpleaſe: | 
It would not gain on Jerſey's eye: 
Bradford would frown, and ſet it by. | 
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Thus in the picture of our mind 
The action may be well deſigu d; 
Guided by law, and bound by duty ; 
Yet want this Je ne ſgay guoy of beauty; 
And tho? its error may be ſuch, 
As Knags and Burgeſs cannot hit ; 
It yet may feel the nicer touch 
Of Wycherley's or Congreve's wit. 
What is this talk? replies a friend, 
And where will this dry moral end? 
The truth of what you here lay down 
By ſome example ſhou'd be ſhown. 
With all my beart, for once; read on. 
An honeſt, but a ſimple pair 
(And twenty other I forbear) 
May ſerve to make this theſis clear. 
A doctor of great (kill and fame, 
Paulo Purganti was his name, 
Had a good, comely, virtuous wife: 
No woman led a better life : 
She to intrigues was ev'n hard-hearted : 
She chuckl'd when a bawd was carted; 
And thought the nation ne'er aud thrive, 
Till all the whores were burnt alive. 
On marry'd men, that dar'd be bad, 
She thought no mercy ſhould be had; 
They ſhould be hang'd, or ſtarv'd, or flead, 
Or ſerv'd like Romiſh prieſts in Swede. — 
In ſhort, all leu dneſs ſhe defy'd: 
And fliff nas her parochial pride, 
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| Yet in an honeſt way, the dame 
Was a great lover of that ſame; 
And could from ſcripture take her cue, 
That huſbands ſhould give wives their due. | 
Her prudence did ſo juſtly ſtcer | 
Between the gay and the ſevere, „ 
That if in ſome regards ſhe choſe 
To curb poor Paulo in too cloſe ; 
In others ſhe relax'd again, | 
And govern'd with a looſer rein. 
Thus tho? the ſtrictiy did confme 
The doctor from exceſꝭ of wine: ; 
With oyſters, eggs and vermicelli 
She let him almoſt burſt his belly: | 
Thus drying coffee was deny d; 4 
But chocolate that lofs ſupply'd : 
And for tobacco (who could bear it ?) 
Filthy concomitant of claret ! 
(Bleſt revolution !) one might ſee 
She often ſet the doctor's band, | 
And ſtroak'd his beard, and ſqueez d his hand: 
Kindly complain'd, that after noon | 
He went to pore on books too ſoon; ; 
She held it wholſomer by much, 
To reſt a little on the couch :;—— 
About his waſte in bed a · nights 
She clung fe cloſe for fear of ſprits. 
The doctor underſtood the call; 
But had not always where withal. 
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The lion's ſkin too ſhort, you know, 


(A Plutarch's morals finely ſhow) 


Was lengthen'd by the fox's tail: 
And art ſupplies, where ſtrength may fail. 
Unwilling then in arms to me: t 
The enemy, he could not beat; 
He ſtrove to lengthen the campaign, 
And fave his forces by chicane. 
Fabius, the Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, 
Shows us, that all that warrior can do, 
With force inferior, is cunctando. 
One day then, as the foe drew near, * 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear ; 
Our don, who knew this tittle tattle 
Did, fure as trumpet, call to battle; 
Thought it extremely d propos, 
To ward againſt the coming blow : 
To ward: but how? ay, there's the queſtion ; 
Fierce the aſſault, unarm'd the baſtion. 
The doCt: r feign'd a ſtrange ſurpriſe : 
He felt her pulſe; he view'd her eyes; 
That beat too faſt : theſe rowl'd too quick: 
She was, he :id, or would be fick : 
He judy'd it abſylutely good. 


That the ſhould purge and cleanſe her blood. 
Spaw waters for that end were got: 


If they paſt caſily or not, 
What matters it? the lady's fever 
Continu'd violent as ever. 
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For a diſtewper of this kind 
(Blackmore and Hans arc of my mind) 
If once it youthful blood infefts, 
And chiefly of the female fex ; 
Is ſcarce remov'd by pill or potion; 
Whate'er might be our doctor's notion. 
One luckleſs night, then, as in bed, 
The doctor and the dame were laid; 
Again this eruel fever came, 
High pulſe, ſhort breath, and blood in flame. 
What meaſures ſhall poor Paulo keep 
With madam in this piteous taking? 
She, like Macbeth, has murder d ficep, 
And won't allow him reft, tho” waking, 
Sad ſtate of matters! when we dare 
Not aſk for peace, nor offer war ; 
Nor Livy nor Comines have ſhown, 
Grotius might own that Paulo's cafe is 
Harder, than any which be places 
Amongſt his Belli and his Pacis. 
He ſtrove, alas! but ſtrove in vain, 
By dint of logic to maintain, | 
That all the ſex was born to grieve, 
Down to her ladyſhip from Eve. 
He rang d his tropes, and preach'd up paticnce ; 
Divines and moraliſts; and run ye on 
Quite thro” from Seneca to Bunyan. 
As much in vain he bid her try 
To fold her arms, to claſe her eye; 
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Telling ber, reſt would do her good; 
F any thing in nature cou'd: 
| $o held the Greeks quite down from Galen, 
Maſters and princes of the calling : 
o all our modern friends maintain 
$ (Tho! no great Greeks) in Warwick-lane. 
Reduce, my muſe, the wand'ring ſong: 
A tale ſhould never be too long. 
The more he talk d, the more ſhe burn'd, 
And figh'd, and toft, and groan'd, and turn'd : 
At laſt, I wiſh, faid ſhe, my dear. 
(And whiſper'd ſomething in his car.) 
| You wiſh ! wiſh on, the doctor cries: 
Lord! when will womankind be wiſe? 
3 
Why poiſon is not half ſo bad. 
I'll do it — but I give you warning: 
| You'll die before to-morrow morning. 
'Tis kind, my dear, what you adviſe; 
The lady with 2 ſigh replies! 
But life, you know, at belt is pain: 
And death is what we ſhould diſdain. 
So do it therefore, and adieu: 
For I will die for love of you. — 
t wanton wives by death be ſcar d: 
But, to my comfort, I'm prepar'd. 


THE LADLE. 
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To fre who were their friends or foes, 
And how our actions fell or roſe : 
That ſince they gave things their beginning; 
And ſet this whirligig a ſpinning ; 
Supine they in their heav'n remain, 
Exempt from paſſin, and from pain: 
And frankly leave us human elves, 
To cut and ſhuffle for ourſclves; 
To ſtand or walk, to riſe or tumble, 
As matter, and as motion jumble. 
The poets now, and painters hold 
This theſis both abſurd and bold: 
And your good-natur'd gods, they fay, 
Deſcend ſome twice or thrice a-day: 
Elſe all theſe things we toil ſo hard ia, 
Would not avail one ſingle farthing : 
For when the hero we rehearſe, 
To grace his actions and our verſe ; 
'Tis not by dint of human thought, 
That to his Latium he is brought; 
Iris deſcends by fate's commands, 
To guide his ſteps thro' foreign lands: 
And Amphitrite clears bis way 
From rocks and quick ſands in the ſea. 
And if you ſce him in a ſketch; 
(Tho? drawn by Paulo or Carache) 
Strutting in armour, and at length: 
That he may make his proper figure, 
| The piece muſt yet be four yards bigger: 


— 
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| The nymphs conduct him to the field: 
One holds his ſword, and one bis ſhield: 
Mars ſtanding by aſſerts his quarrel: 
And fame flies after with a lawrel. 
Theſe points, I ſay. of ſpeculation 
(As 'twere to ſave or fink the nation) 
Men idly learned will diſpute, 
Aſſert. object, confirm, refute : 
Each mighty angry, mighty right. 
With equal arms ſuſtains the fight; 
Till now no umpire can agree em: 
So both draw off, and ſing Te Deum. 
It is in equilibrio, 
If deities deſcend or no ? 
Then let th” affirmative prevail. 
As requiſite to form my tale : 
Por by all parties tis confeſt, 
That thoſe opinions ere the beſt, 
Which in their nature moſt conduce 
To preſent ends, and private uſe. 
Two gods came therefore from above, 
One Mercury, the t'other Jove: 
The humour was (it ſeems) to know, 
Could from our own perverſeneſs eaſe us; 
And if our wiſh enjoy d would pleaſe us. 
Diſeourſing largely on this theme, 
O'er hills and dales their godſhips came; 
"Till well nigh tir'd at almolt right, 
os =: a 
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Note here, that it is true as 604 is, 
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Exerts no ſupernat ral pow'rs ; 

But acts on maxims much Me ours. 
They ſpy'd at laſt a codntry firm, 
Where all was ſdug, und clean, ad warm; 
For woods before, and Mills behind 
Secur d it both from rat and wind: 
Large oxen in the ficlds were lowing : 


Good grain was ſow'd : good fruit was growing: 


Of laſt year's corn In barns great ſtore ; 

Fat turkeys gubbling at the door: 

And wealth (in ſhort) with peace conſented, 

That people here ſhould live contented : 

But did they in effe& do fo ? 

Have patience, friend, and thon ſhaſt know. 

The honeſt farmer and his wife, 

Two years declin'd from prime of life, 

Had ſtruggled with the marriage ndofe ; 

As almoſt ev'ry couple does: 

Sometimes, my plague! ſometimes, my darling! 

Kiſſing to day, to morrow ſharling ; 

Jointly ſubmitting to endure 

That evil, which admits no cure. 

Our gods the outward gate unbarr'd: 

Our farmer met em in the yard; 

Thought they were folks that loft their way; 

And aſk'd them civilly to ſtay: 

Told em, for ſupper, or for bed 

They might go on, and be worſe ſped. —— 
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$o ſaid, fo done: the gods conſent : 


. All three into the parlant went : 


They compliment : they lit; they chat; 
Fight o'er the wars; reform the ſtate : 
A thouſand knotty points they clear, 
Till ſupper and my wife appear. 

Jove made his leg, and kiſz'd the dame: 

Obſequious Hermes did the (ame. 

Je kifs'd the farmer's wife, you fay. 

He did but in an honeſt way: 

Oh! not with half that warmth and life, 

With which be kifs'd Ampbitryon's wife. 

Well then, things handſomely were ſery'd: 
My miſtreſs for the ſtrangers carv'd. 

How ſtrong the beer, how good the meat, 
How loud they laugh'd, how much they eat. 
In epic ſumptuous wou'd appear ; 

Yet (hall be paſs'd in ſilence here: 

For I ſhould grieve ta have it aid, 

That by a fine deſcription led. 

I made my epiſode too long, 

Or tir'd my frieod to grace my ſong. 

The grace cup ſerv'd, the cloth away, 
Jove thought it time to ſhow his play: 
Landlord and landlady, he cry d. 

Folly and jeſting laid aſide, 
That ye thus hoſpitably live, 
And ſtrangers with good chear receive, 
Is mighty grateful to your betters, 
K 2 
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To give this theſis plainer proof, 

You have to night beneath your roof 

A pair of gods: (nay never wonder) 
This youth can fly, and I can thunder. 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 

My page, my fon indeed, but ſpurious. 
Form then three wiſhes, you and madam : 
And ſure, as you already had 'em, 

The things deſic' d in half an hour 

Shall all be here, and in your pow'r. 


Thank ye, great gods, the woman fays : 


Oh! may your altars ever blaze. 

A ladle for our filver dich 

Is what 1 want, is what I wiſh —— 
A ladle! cries the man, a ladle 


' ?Odzouks, Corſica, you have pray d ill: 


What ſhould be great, you turn to farce: 
F wiſh the ladle in your a—— — 

With equal gricf and ſhame my muſe 
The ſequel of the tale purſues : 
The ladle fell into the room, 
And tuck in old Carfica's bum. 
Our couple weep two wiſhes paſt, 
And kindly join to form the laſt. 
To eaſe the woman's aukward pain, 
And get the ladle out again. 
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PP 
prais d for arms, or lov'd for arts : 
His head achs for a coronet : 
And who is bleſs'd that is not great ? 
Some ſenſe, and more eſtate, kind beav'a 
To this well-lotted peer has giv'n: 
What then? He muſt have rule and ſway : 
And all is wrong, till he's in play. 
The miſer muſt take up his plumb, 
And dares not touch the hoarded ſum ; 
The ſickly dotard wants a wife, 
To draw off his laſt dregs of life. 
Againſt our peace we arm our will: 
Amidſt our plenty, ſome thing till 
For horſes, houſes, pictures, planting, 
To thee, to me, to him is wanting. 
That cruel ſomething unpoſleſs'd 
Corrodes, and leavens all the reſt. 
That ſomething, if we could obtain, 
Would ſoon create a future pain: 
And to the coffin, from the cradle, 
Tu all a wiſh, and all a ladle. 
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Wirtten at Pans, 10. 


F all that William rules, or Robe 


When or on poſt-horſe, or in chaiſe, 
With much expence, and little caſe, 
My deſtin'd miles I ſhall have gone, 
By Thames or Maeſe, by Po or Rhone, 
And found no foot of earth my own ; 
Great mother, let me once be able 

To have a garden, houſe, and ſtable; 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to deſire, or want; 

And as health fails, and years increaſe, 
Sit down, and think, and die in peace. 
Oblige thy fav'rite undertakers 

To throw me in but twenty acres: 
This number ſure they may allow: 
For paſture ten, and ten for plow : 

'Tis all that I would wiſh, or hope, 
For me and John, and Nell, and Crop. 
Then, as thou wilt, diſpoſe the reſt 
(And let not fortune ſpoil the jeſt) 

To thoſe, who at the market-rate 
Now if thou grant'ſt me my requeſt, 
To make thy vot”ry truly bleſt, 

Let curſt revenge, and ſaucy pride 

To ſome bleak rock far off be ty d; 
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In the beginning of Rozz's GzoGrAruy, 


Deſcribes, great Rhea. of thy globe; 
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Nor e er approach my rural ſcat, 
To tempt me to be baſe and great. 

And, goddeſs, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her ſon, 
(Where-ever elſe ſhe lets him rove) ? 


To ſhun my houſe, and field, and grove: 
Peace cannot dwell with bate or love. 

Hear, gracious Rhea, what I fay: 
And thy petitioner ſhall pray. 


Written in the beginning of MrzcnAar 's hiſtory 
of FRANCE. 
| 1 
928 thy countrymen have done 
By law and wit, by ſword and gun, 
In thee is faithfully recited: ' 
And all the living world that view 
Thy work, give thee the praiſes due, 
At once inſtructed and delighted. 
II. 
Yet for the fame of all theſe deeds, 
s What beggar in the Invalides, 
| With lameneſs broke, with blindneſs ſmitten, 


——_—— 7 


Wilſh'd ever decently to die, 
To have been cither Mezeray, 
Or any monarch he has written? 
III. 
It ſtrange, dear author, yet it true is, 
That down from Pharamond to Louis, 
All covet life, yet call it pain: 
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All feel the ill, yet ſhun the cure: 
Can fenſe this paradox endure ? 
Reſolve me, Cambray, or Fontaine. 
IV. 
The man in graver tragic known 
(Tho? bed part long fince was done) 
- KRtillon the ſlage deſires to tarry : 
And he who play'd the Harlequin, 
Aſter the jeſt till loads the ſcene, 
Unwilling to retire, tho' weary. 


Written in the Nouvzaurx INTERESTS des 
Pzaixnces de IE Ork. 


| | rs be the princes, who have fought 
For pompous names, or wide dominion ; 
Since by their error we are taught, 


That happineſs is but opinion. 


Apxiant MORIENTLS ad Animam ſuam, 
Nis u La, vagula, blandula, 
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By Monſieur Fon TENELLE. 
2 ma mignonne, ['vas, 
Tu t'en vas donc, ma fille, et Dieu ſgache ou tu 
Tu pars ſeulette, nũe, et tremblotante, helas ! 
4 Que deviendra ton bumevr folichonne? 
Que deviendront tant de jolis Ebats? 


IMITATED. 
ou men pretty, flutt'ring thing, 
Muſt we no longer live together ? 

And doſt thou prune thy trembling wing; 

To take thy flight thou know'ſt not whither? 
Thy humorous vein, thy pleaſing folly 
, Lies all neglected, all forgot: 
And penſive, wav' ring. melancholy, 

Thou dread'ſt and hop ſt thou know ſt not what. 


A paſſage in the Moxa EN contun 
of ERASMUS IMITATED. 

N awful pomp, and melancholy ſtate, 

See ſettled Reaſon on the judgment ſeat ; 
Around her croud Diſtruſt, and Doubt, and Fear, 
And thoughtful Foreſight, and tormentiog Care: 
Far from the throne, the trembling Pleaſures ſtand, 
Chain'd up, or exil'd by her ſtern command. 
Wretched her ſubjects, gloomy fits the queen; 
Till happy Chance reverts the cruel ſcene: 

And apiſh Folly with her wild reſort 
Of wit and jeſt diſturbs the ſolemn court. 
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' bee the fantaſtic minſtrelfy advance, 
To breath the fong, and zvimate the dance. 


Weſt the uſurper! happy the fyrprize! | 


Her mimic poſtures catch our cager eyes: 
Her jingling bells aſe our captive ear: 

And in the fights we ſee, and ſounds we hear, 
Again our judgment ihe our ſenſe employs: ! 
The laws of troubl'd reaſon ſhe deſtroys: 

And in their placg rejoices to indite 

Wild ſchemes of wirth, and plans of looſe delight. 


To Dr. u ss LOCK, en his PRACTICAL 
Discounss concerning DEATH. 


1 the muſe, who ia unhallow'd Qraing 
The ſaint one moment from his God detains: 
For ſure, whate'cr you do, whate'er you are, | 
'Tis all but one good work, one conſtant pray”r : 

Forgive her; and intreat that God, to whom 

Thy favour'd vows with kind acceptance come, | 
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To raiſe her notes to that ſublime degree, 
Which ſuits a ſong of picty and thee. 

Wond'rous good man | whoſe labours may repel 
The force of ſin, may ſtop the rage of hell: 
Thou, like the Baptiſt, fram thy God was ſeat 
The crying voice, to bid the world repent. 

Thee Youth ſhall Rudy, and no more engage 
Their flatt'ring wiſhes for uncertain Age; 
No more with fruitleſs care, and cheated ſtrife; 
Chaſe flecting plcaſure thro' this maze of life; 
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But gheſent food, und dut a future grave: 
Each, ren as Philip's viftor fon, ſhall view 
This abjet world, and weeping, aſk a new. 
Decrepit Age ſhall read ther, and confeſs, 


| Thy labours cit afſivage, where mrdꝰ cines ceaſe : 


hall bleſs tby words, their wounded foul's relief, 
Their drops that Niveeten their laſt dregs of life : 
Shall look to hetv'n, and laugh at all beneath : 
Own riches gather d. trorMle; fame a breath; 
And life an ill, whofe only cure is death. 

Thy eves thighs — tw; 
Their ſenſe untutor d Infancy may know : 

Yet to firch height is all that plainneſs wronghr; 
Wit may #dinire, and hetter'd pride be taught: 
L ſie in words, thy ſtyte in fenſe ſublime: 

On it's bleft ſteps each age and fex may riſe: 
'Tis like the ladder in the Patriarch's dream, 

It's foot bn earth, it's height above the Miet. 
Diffus d it's virtue, boundfefs is its pow'r: 

'Tis public health, and univerſal cure: 
Of heavily manna *ris a fecond feaſt, 
A nation's Food, and all to ev'ry taſte. 

To R's ſt height mad Britain's guift was eue 
And various death for various crimes ſhe fear'd. 
With your kind work ber drooping hopes revive: 
You bid her read, repent, adore, and live: 

You wreſt the bolt from Heaven's avenging hand; 
Stop ready Death, and ſave a ſinking land. 
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O! fave us ſtill: ſtill bleſs us with thy ſay : 
O! want thy hcav'n, "till we have learnt the way: 
Refuſe to leave thy deſtin d charge too ſoon: 

And for the church s good, defer thy own. ' 
O! live: and let thy works urge our belief; 
Live to explain thy doctrine by thy life; | 
Till future lafancy, baptiz'd by thee, | 
Grow ripe in years, and old in piety; 

Till Chriſtans, yet waborn, be taught to die. 

Then in full age, and hoary holineſs 
Retire, great tcacher, to thy promis'd bliſs: 
Untouch d thy tomb, uninjur'd be thy duſt, 
| As thy own fame among the future juſt ; 
| 


Till in laſt ſounds the dreadful trumpet ſpeaks : 
Till judgment calls; and quicken'd Nature wakes: 
Till thro? the utmoſt earth, and deepeſt ſea 

Our ſcatter'd atoms find their deſtin'd way, 

| In haſte to cloath their kindred ſouls again; 

| Perfect our ſtate, and build immortal man: 


- £48 & 


Then fearleſs thou, who well ſuſtain'ſt the fight, 
' To paths of joy, and tracts of endleſs light, 
| Lead up all thoſe who heard thee, and believ d: 


— 
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Midſt thy own flock, great ſhepherd, be receiv d; 
Aud glad all heav'n with millions thou haſt ſav d. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 222 


E cant cr , for the year : 700. 
| To the Ku. 
Aſpice. venturo lactentur ut omnia facclo: 
O mihi tam longae maneat pars ultima vitae 
'  Spiritus, et quantum fat crit tua dicere factal 
| | vine. Eclog. 4. 


' 


I. 
1 
Into the long records of ages paſt; 
Review the years in faireſt action dreſt 
With noted white, ſuperior to the reſt; 
Aeras deriv'd, and chronicles begun 
From empires founded, and from battles won: 
„: Showall the ſpoils by valiant kings atchicv'd, 
And groaning nations by their arms reliev'd; 
The wounds of patriots in their country's cauſe, 
And happy pow'r ſuſtain'd by wholeſome laws: 
In comely rank call ev'ry merit forth : 
Imprint on ev'ry act it's ſtandard worth: 
The glorious parallels then downward bring, 
To modern wonders, and to Britain's king: 
; With equal juſtice and hiſtoric care 
Their laws, their toils, thcir arms with his compare: 
Confeſs the various attributes of fame 
Collected and compleat in William's name: 
To all the liſt'ning world relate, 
(As thou doſt his tory read) 
That nothing went before ſo great, 
And nothing greater can ſuceced. 
Vor. I. L 
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II. 


Thy native Latium was thy darling care. 


Prudent in peace, and terrible in war: 

The boldeſt virtues that haue govern'd earth 

From Latium's fruitful womb derive their birth. 
Then turn to her fair-written page: 

From dawning childhood to eſtabliſh'd age, 
The glories of her empire trace: : 

Confront the heroes of thy Roman race: 

And let the juſteſt palm the victor 's temples grace. 

III. | 

The ſon of Mars redu'cd the trembling ſwains. 

And ſpread his empire o'er the diſtant plains : 

But yet the Sabin's violated charms 

Obſcur d the glory of bis riſing arms. 

Numa the rights of ſiritt religion knew; 

On ev'ry altar laid the incenſe due; 
Unſkill'd to dart the pointed ſpear, 

Or lead the forward youth to noble war. 
Stern Brutus was with too much horror good, 
Holding his faſaes ſtrain d with filial blood. 
Fabius was wiſe, but with exceſs of care: 

He fav'd his country, but rolong d the war; 
While Decius. Paulus, Curius. greatly fought, 
And by their ſtrict examples taught, 
How wild defaxes thauld be cagtroul'd; 


| And how muck brightes virtue was, than gold; 


They ſcarce their ſwelling thiaſt of fame cauld hide; 
And boaſted poverty with too much pride. 
Exceſs in youth made Scipio leſs rever d: 
And Cato dying, ſeem'd ta own, he fear d. 
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; with howoor tam'd Rome's foreign foes: 
But patriots fell, cer the Diftator roſe. 
And while with clemency Auguſtus reien d; 
The monarch was ador'd; the ciry chain d. . 
IV. 
With juſteſt honour de their merits dreſt : 
But be their failings too confeſt : 
Their virtue, like their Tyber's flood 
Rolling, it's courſe drſign'd the country's good: 
Bur oft the torrent's too impetuous ſpeed 
From the low earth tore ſome polluting weed: 
And with the blood of Jove there always ran 
Some viler part, ſome tincture of the man. 
V. 
Few virtues after theſe ſo far prevail. 
But that their vices more than turn the ſcale: 
Valour grown wild by pride, and pow'r by rage, 
Did the true charms of majeſty impair ; 
Rome by degrees advancing more in age, 
Show'd ſad remains of what had once been fair : 
Till heav'n a better race of men ſupplies : 
And glory ſhoots new beams from weſtern ſkies. 
VI. 
Turn then to Pharamond, and Charlemain, 
And the long heroes of the Gallic ſtrain ; 
Eaperienc'd chiefs, for hardy proweſs known, 
And bloody wreaths in vent'rous battles won. 
From the firſt William, our great Norman king, 
The bold Plantagenets, and Tudors bring, 
L 3 
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Vluſtrious virtues, who by turns have roſe, 
In foreign fields to check Britannia's foes. 
With happy laws her empire to ſuſtain ; 


And with full pow'r aſſert ber ambient main; | 


But ſometimes too induſtrious to be great, 
Nor patient to expect the turns of fate, 
They open'd camps deform'd by civil fight: 
And made proud conqueſt trample over right: 
Diſparted Britain mourn'd their doubtful ſway, 
And dreaded both, when neither would obcy. 
VII. 
From Didier and imperial Adolph trace 

The glorious offipring of the Naſſau race, 
Devoted lives to public liberty ; | 
The chief ſtill dying, or the country free. 
Thea fee the kindred blood of Orange flow, 
From warlike Cornet, thro” the loins of Beau; 
Thro' Chalins next, and there with Naſſau join, 
From Rhone's fair banks tranſplanted to the Rhine. 
Bring next the royal lift of Stuarts forth, 
Undaunted minds, that rul'd the rugged north; 
Till Heav'n's decrees by rip'ning time are ſhown ; 
ill Scotland's kings aſcend the Engliſh throne; 
And the fair rivals live for ever one. 

| VIII. 


Janus, mighty deity. 1 


Be kind; and as thy ſearching eye 
Does our modern ſtory trace, 
Finding ſome of Stuart's race 


Unhappy, paſs their annals by: 
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No harſh refleQtion let remembrance raiſe : 
Forbear to mention what thou cant not praiſe : 
But as thou dwelt upon that heav'nly * name, 
To grief for ever ſacred, as to fame, 
Oh! read it to thy ſelf; in filence weep ; 
And thy convulſive ſorrows inward keep; 
Leſt Britain's grief ſhould waken at the ſound; 
And blood guſn freſh from her eternal wound. 
IX. 
Whither woul@Tt thou farther look? 
Read William's acts, and eloſe the ample book: 
Peruſe the wonders of his dawning life : 
How, like Alcides, he began; 
With infant patience calm d feditious ſtrife, ; 
And quell'd the ſnakes which round his cradle ran. 
X. 
Deſeribe his youth, attentive to alarms, 
By dangers form d, and perfected in arms: 
When conqu'ring, mild; when conquer d. not diſgrac'd; - ö 
By wrongs riot — foe by triumphs rals'S: 
Superior to the blind events 
Of little human accidents; 
And conſtant to his firſt decree, 5 


To curd the proud, to ſet the injur'd free; ¶ Knee. 
To bow the haughty neck, and raiſe the ſuppliant 
XI. . 

His opening years to riper manhood being; 

And ſee the heroe perfect in the King: 

Imperious arms by manly reaſon ſway d. 

And pow'r ſupreme by free conſent obey d: 
Maxx. L 3 
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And how vabounded his forgiveneſs flows: 
With what defire he makes bis ſubjects bleſs d, 
His favours granted ere his throne addrefs'd : 
What trophies o'er our captiv'd hearts he rears, 
By arts of peace more potent, then by wars : 
How o'er himſclf, as o'er the world, be reigns, 
His morals ſtrongth'ning, what his law ordaias. 
XII. 
Thro' all his thread of life already ſpun, 
Becoming grace and proper action run: 
The piece by Virtue's equal hand is wrought, 
Mixt with no crime, and ſhaded with no fault; 

No footſteps of the victor s rage 
Left in the camp, where William did engage : 

No tincture of the monasch's pride 

Upon the royal purple ſpy'd: 

His fame, like gold, the more 'tis try'd, 
The more ſhall it's iatrinſic worth proclaim ; 
Shall paſs the combat of the ſearching flame, 

And triumph o'er the vanquiſh'd heat, 

For ever coming out the ſame, 

And loſing nor it's luſtre nor it's weight. 

XIII. 


To trace each toil, and comment ev'ry war: 
His ſaving wonders bid her write 


In characters diſtinctiy bright; 


With how much haſte his mercy meets bis foes ; 
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That each revolving age may read 
The patriot's piety, the hero's deed: 

And fill the fire inculcate to his fon 
Tranſmiſſive leſſons of the king's renown; 
That William's glory till may live; 

The pillar d marble, and the tablet braſs 
Mould'ring, drop the victor s praiſe : 
When the great monuments of his pow'r 
Shall now be viſitle no more: 
When Sambre ſhall bave chang'd her winding flood ; 
And children aſk, where Namur ſtood. 
XIV. 
Namur, proud city, bow her tow'rs were arm d! 
How ſhe contemn'd th' approaching foe 
Till he by William's trumpets was alarm'd, 
And ſhook, and funk, and fell beneath his blow. 
Jove and Pallas, mighty pow'rs, 
Guided the hero to the hoſtile tow'rs. 
Perſeus ſeem d leſs ſwift in war, 
When, wing'd with ſpeed, he flew thro? air. 
Embattel'd nations ſtrive in vain 
The hero's glory to reſtrain: 
Streaws arm'd with rocks, and mountains red with fire 
In vain againſt his force conſpire. 
Behold him from the dreadful height appear! 
And lo! Britannia's lions waving there. 
XV. 
Europe free'd, and France repell'd 
The hero from the height beheld; 
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He ſpake the word, that war and rage ſbould ceaſ: 

He bid the Maeſe und Rhine in fafety flow ; 

And dictated a lafting peace 

To the rejoicing world below. 

To reſcu'd ſtates, and vindicated crowns 

His equal hand preſerib'd their antient bounds ; 

Ordain'd, whom ev ry province ſhould obey ; 

How far each monarch ſhould extend his fway : 

Taught em how clemeticy made pow'r rever d; 

And that the prince beloy's was trufy fear d. 

Firm by his fide unſpotted honour ſtood, 

Pleas'd to confeſs him not fo great as good: 

His head with brighter beams fair Virtue deckt, 

Than thoſe which all his num 'rous crowns reflect : 

Eſtabliſh's Freedom chap'd her joyfut wings; 

Proclaim'd the firſt of men, and beft of kings. 
XVI. 

Whither would the muſe afpire 

With Pindar's rage, without his fire ? 

Pardon me, Janus, twas a fault, 

Created by too great a thought: 

Mindleſs of the god and day, | 


I from thy altars, Janus, ſtray, 

From thee, and from myſelf born far away. 

The fiery Pegaſus diſdains 

To mind the rider's voice, or bear the reins: 

When glorious fields and opening camps he views; 
He runs with an unbounded looſe: 

Hardly the muſe can fit the headſtrong horſe: 

Nor would ſhe, if ſhe could, check his impetuous force; 
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With the glad noiſe the cliffs and vallies ring ; 

While ſhe thro? earth and air purſues the king. 
XVII. 

Win Britain's tears his ready help implore, 

Diſcmbling for ber ſake his rifig cares, 


| And with wiſe filence pond'ring vengeful wars. 


She through tbe raging ocean now 
Views him advancing his auſpicious prow ; 
Combating adverſe winds and winter ſeas, 
Sighing the moments that defer our eaſc ; 
Daring to wild the feepter's dang'rous weight, 
And taking the command, to fave the ſtate: 
Tho? ere the doubtful gift can be ſecur d. | 
New wars muſt be ſuſtain'd, new wounds endur'd. 

XVIII. 
Thro? rough lerne 's camps, ſhe ſounds alarms, 
And kingdoms yet to be redeem'd by arms; 
In the dank marſhes finds her glorious theme; 
And plunges after him thro” Boyn's fierce ſtream. 
She bids the Nereids run with trembling haſte, 
To tell old Ocean how the hero paſt. 
The god rebukes their fear, and owns the praiſe 
Worthy that arm, whoſe empire he obeys. 
XIX. 
Back to his Albion ſhe delights to bring 
The humbleſt victor, and the kindeſt king. 
Albion with open triumph would receive 
Her hero, nor obtains his leave: 
Firm he rejects the altars ſhe would raiſe; 


Aud thanks the zeal, while he declines the praiſe. 
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Agaio ſhe follows him thro? Belgia's land, 
And countries often fav'd by Wiftiam's hand; 
Hears joyful nations blefs thoſe happy toils, 
Which freed the people, but return d the ſpoils. 
In various views ſhe tries her conſtant theme; 
Finds him in councils, and in arms the fame : 
When certain to o'ercome, inclin'd to fave, 
Tardy to vengeance, and with mercy, brave. 
XX. 
Sudden another ſcene employs her ſight : 
She ſets her hers in anuther light: 
Paints his great mind ſuperior to ſucceſs, 
Declining conqueſt, to eſtabliſh peace: 
She brings Aſtrea down to earth again, 
And quiet, brooding o'cr his future reign. 
XXI. 
Then with unweary'd wing the goddeſs foars 
Eaſt, over Danube and Propontis' ſhoars ; 
Where jarring empires ready to engage, 
Retard their armies, and ſuſpend their rage ; 
» Till William's word, like that of fate, declares, 
If they ſhall ſtudy peace, or lengthen wars. 
How facred his renown for equal laws, 
To whom the world refers its common cauſe ! 
How fair his friendſhips, and his leagues how juſt, 
Whom ev'ry nation courts, whom all religions truſt! 
XXII. 
From the Maeotis to the northern fea, 
Sees the young Muſcovite, the mighty head, 
Whofe fov'reign terror forty nations dread, 
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| Tnamour'd with a greater monarch's praiſe, 
And paſſing half the earth to his embrace: 
She in his rule beh. Id. bis Volga's force, 
O'er precipices with imyetuuus ſway 
Breaking, and as he rowls his rapid courſe, 
Drowning, or bearing down, whatever meets his way. 
But her own king ſhe likens to bis Thames, 
With gentle courſe de volving fruitful ſtreams : 
Serene yet ſtrong, majeſtic yet ſedate, 
Swift without violence. without terror great. 
Each ardent nymph the rifag current eraves: 
Ech ſhepherd's pray r retards the parting wa es: 
The vales along the bank their ſweets diſciofe : 
Freſh flow'rs for ever riſe: and fruitful harveſt grows. 
XXII. 
Yet whither wou d th” adventurous goddeſs go? 
| Sees ſhe not clouds, and earth, and main below? 
Minds ſhe the dangers of the Lycian coat, 
And fields, where mad Belleropben was loſt? 
Dr is her towring flight reclaim'd, 
By ſeas from Iearus's downfal nam'd? 
Vain is the call, and uſaleſe the adviee: 
To wiſe perſwaſion deaf, and hamen cries, 
Yet upward the inceſſant flies; 
. Reſoly'd to reach the bigh empyrean ſphere, 
uft! And tell great Jove, ſhe ſings his image here ; 
| To aſk for William an Olympic crows, 
To Chromias ſtrengih, and Theron'> ſpeed unknows: 
Till loſt in teck les fields of ſhining day, 
Unable to diſcern the way, 
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Which Naſſu's virtue only could explore, 
Untouch'd, unknown, to any muſe before, 
She, from the noble precipices thrown, 
Comes ruſhing with uncommon ruin down. 
Glorious attempt! unhappy fate 

The ſong too daring, and the theme too great! 
Yet rather thus ſhe wills to die, 

Than in continu'd annals live, to fing 

A ſecond hero, or a vulgar king; 

And with ignoble ſafety fly 

Jn fight of carth, along a middle ky. 
XXIV. 

To Janus” altars, and the num'rous throng, 
That round his myſtic temp'e preſs, 

For William's life, and Albion's peace, 
Ambitious muſe reduce the roving ſong. 
Janus, caſt thy forward eye 

Future, into great Khea's pregnant womb; 
Where young idcas brooding lic, 

And tender images of things to come: 

' Till by thy high commands releas d; 
Till by thy hand in proper atoms dreſs'd, 
In decent order they advance to light ; 

Yet then too ſwiftly fleet by human ſight; 
And meditate too ſoon their everlaſting flight. 
XXV. 

Nor beaks of ſhips in naval triumph born, 
Nor ſtandards from the hoſtile ramparts torn, 


Nor trophies brought from battles won, 
Nor caken wreath, nor mural crown 
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Can any future honours give 
To the victorious monarch's name: 
The plenitude of William's fame 
Can no accumulated ſtores receive. 
Shut then, auſpicious god, thy ſacred gate. 
And make us happy. as our king is great. 
Be kind, and with a milder hand, 
Cloſing the volume of the ficiſh'd age, 
(Tho? noble, twas an iron page) 
A more delightful leaf expand, 
Free from alarms, and fierce Bellona's rage : 
Bid the great months begin their joyful round, 
By Flora ſome, and ſome by Ceres crown'd ; 
Teach the great hours to ſcatter, as they fly, 
| Soft quiet, gentle love, and endleſs joy: 
Lead forth the years for peace and plenty fam'd, 
From Saturn's rule, and better metal nam d. 
XXVI. 
Secure by William's care let Britain ſtand ; 
Nor dread the bold invader's hand : 
From adverſe ſhores in ſafety let her hear 5 


Foreign calamity, and diſtant war; 
Of which let her, great Heav'n, no portion bear. 
Betwixt the nations let her hold the ſcale: 
And as the wills, let cither part prevail: 
Let her glad vallies ſmile with wavy corn : 
Let fleeey flocks her riſing hills adorn : 
Around her coaſt let ſtrong defence be ſpread : 
Let fair abundance on her breaſt be ſhed : 
And heav'nly ſweets bloom round the goddeſs head. 
Vor. I. M 
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XXVII. 

Where the white tow rs and ancient roofs did ſtand, 
Remains of Wolſey's or great Henry's hand, 
To age now yielding, or devour'd by flame; 
Let a young Phenix raiſe her tow'ring head : 
Her wings with lengthen'd honour let her ſpread; 
And by her greatneſs ſhew her builder's tame: 
Auguſt and open, as the hero's mind, 

Be her capacious courts deſign d: 

Let ev'ry ſacred pillar bear 
Trophies of arms, and monuments of war. 
The king ſhall there in Parian marble breathe, 
His ſhoulder bleeding freſh : and at his feet 

Difarm'd ſhall lie the threat'ning death: 

(For ſo was faving Jove's decree compleat,) 
Behind, that angel ſhall be plac d, whoſe ſhield 

Sav'd Europe, in the blow repell'd : 
On the firm baſis, from his oozy bed; 

Boyn ſhall raiſe his laurel'd head; 

And his immnortal ſtream be known, 
Artfully waviog thro” the wounded ſtone. 

XXVIIT. 

And thou, imperial Windſor, ſtand enlarg'd, 
With all the monarch's trophies charg'd : 
Thou, the fair heav'n, that doſt the ſtars iacloſe, 
Which William's boſom wears, or hand beſtows 
On the great champions who ſupport his throne, 
And virtnes neareft to his own. 
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XXIX. 
That makes the knight companion to the king. 
From glorious camps return d. and foreign ficlds, 
Bowing before thy ſainted warrior's ſhrine, 
Faſt by his great forefather's coats, and ſhields 
Blazon'd from Bohun's, or from Butler's line, 
He hangs bis arms; nor fears thoſe arms ſhould ſhine 
With an unequal ray; or that his deed 
With paler glory ſhould recede, 
Eclips'd by theirs, or leſſen d by the fame 
Ev 'n of his own maternal Naſſau's name. 
XXX. 
Thou ſmiling ſee'ſt great Dorſet's worth confeſt, 
The ray diſtingai g te gart breaſt: 
Born to protect and love, to help and pleaſe; 
Sov'reign of wit, and ornament of peace, 
O! long as breath informs this fleeting frame, 
Ne'er let me paſs in filence Dorfet's name; 
Ne'er ceaſe to mention the continu'd debt, : 


Which the great patron only would forget, 
And duty, long as life, muſt ſtudy to acquit. 
: XXXI. 

Renown'd in thy records ſhall Ca'ndiſh ſtand, 
Aſſerting legal pow'r, and juſt command: 
To the great houſe thy favour ſhall be ſhown, 
The father's ſtar tranſmiſlive to the ſon. 
From thee the Talbot's and the Seymour s race 
Inform'd, their fire's immortal ſteps ſhall trace: 
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Happy may their ſons receive 
The bright reward, which thou alone canſt give. 
XXXII. 
And if a god theſe lucky numbers guide; 
If ſure Apollo o'er the verſe preſide; 
Jerſey, belov'd by all, (for all muſt feel 
The influence of a form and mind, 
Where comely grace and conſtant virtue dwell, 
Like mingl'd ſtreams, more forcible when join'd) 
Jerſey ſhall at thy altars ſtand; 
Shall there receive the azure band, 
That faireſt mark of favour and of fame, 
Familiar to the Villier's name. 

XXXIII. 

&cience to raiſe, and knowledge to enlarge, 
Be our great maſter's future charge; 
To write his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High ſchemes of government, and plans of wars ; 
By fair rewards our noble youth to raiſe 
To emulous metit, and to thirſt of praiſe; 
To lead them out from caſe ere opening dawn, 
Through tbe thick foreſt and the diſtant lawn, 
Where the fleet ſtag employs their ardent care; 
And chaces give them images of war. 
To teach them vigilance by falſe alarms; 
Inure them in feign'd.camps to real arms; 
PraQtiſe them now to curb the turning ſteed, 
Mocking the foe ; now to his rapid ſpeed 
To give the rein, and in the full career, 
To draw the certain ſword, or ſend the pointed ſpear. 
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XXXIV. 

Let him unite his ſubjects hearts, 
Planting ſocieties for peaceful arts; 
Some that in nature ſhall true knowledge found; 
And by experiment make precept found; 

Some that to morals ſhall recall the age, 

Some that with care true eloquence ſhall teach, 
And to juſt idioms fix our doubtful ſpeech : 
That from our writers diſtant realms may know 

The thanks we to our monarch owe ; 

And ſchools profeſs our tongue thro? ev'ry land, 
That has invok'd his aid, or bleſt his hand. 
XXXV. 
Let his high pow'r the drooping muſcs rear. 
The muſes only can reward his care : 
'Tis they that give the great Atrides' ſpoils : 
'Tis they that till renew Ulyſſes? toils : 
To them by ſmiling Jove twas giv'n, to ſave . 
Diſtinguiſh'd patriots from the common grave; 
To them, great Willam's glory to recall, 
When ſlatues moulder, and when arches fall. 
Nor let the muſes, with ungrateful pride, 

The ſources of their treaſure hide: 

The heroe's virtue does the ſtring inſpire, 
When with big joy they ſtrike the living lyre: 
| On William's fame their fate depends : 

With him the ſong begins: with him it ends. 
From the bright effluence of his deed 

They borrow that reflected light, 
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With which the laſting lamp they feed, 
Whoſe beams diſpel the damps of envious night. 
XXXVI. 

Through various climes, and to each diſtant pole 
In happy tides let active commerce roll: 

Let Britain's ſhips export an annual fleece, 
Richer than Argos brought to ancient Greece : 
Returning loaden with the ſhining ſtores, 
Which lie profuſe on either India's ſhores. 

As our high veſſels paſs their wat'ry way, 

Let all the naval world duc homage pay ; 

With haſty reverence their top-honours lower, 
Confeſſing the aſſerted power, 

To whom by fate twas given, with happy ſway 
To calm the earth, and vindicate the ſca. 
XXXVII. 

Our pray'rs are heard, our maſter's fleets ſhall go 
As far as winds can bear, or waters flow, 

New lands to make, new Indies to explore, 

In worlds unknown to plant Britannia's pow'r ; 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaim, 

And teach em arms, and arts, in William's name. 
XXXVIIL. 

With humble joy, and with reſpectful fear 

The liſt'ning people ſhall his ſtory hear, | 
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The wounds he bore, the dangers he ſuſtain'd, 

How far he conquer'd, and how well he reign'd; 
Shall own his mercy equal to his fame, 

And form their children's accents to his name, | 
Enquiring how, aud when from heav'a be came. 
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Their regel tyrants ſhall with bluſhes hide : 


Their little luſts of arbitrary pride, 
Nor bear to ſee their vaſſals ty'd : 


When William's viztues raiſe their opening thought, 
His forty years for public freedom fought, 
Europe by his hand ſuſtain'd, 
His conqueſt by his piety reſtrain'd 
And o'er himſelf the laſt great triumph gain d. : 
XXXIX. 
Ideas of deſtructive power, 
Spirits that hurt, and godheads that devour : : 
And fill their temples with a ſtranger's praiſc; 
When the great father's character they find 
Vilibly ſtampt upon the hero's mind; 
And own a preſent deity confeſt, 
In valour that preſerv'd, and power that bleſs'd. 
XL. 
Through the large convex of the azure (ky 
(For thither nature caſts our common eye) 
| Fierce meteors ſhoot their arbitrary light; 
And comets march with lawleſs horror bright : 
Thoſe hear no rule, no righteous order own; 
Their influence dreaded, as their ways unknown: 
Thro' threaten'd lands they wild deſtruction throw, 
Till ardent prayer averts the public woe: 
But the bright orb that bleſſes all above, 
The ſaered fire, the real ſon of ove, 
Rules not his actions by capricious will; 
Nor by ungovern'd pow's declines to ill: 
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Fix'd by juſt laws he goes for ever right : 


Man knows his courfe, and thence adores his light, 


XLI. 
o Janus! would intreated fate conſpire 
To grant what Britain's wiſhes conld require ; 
Above, that ſun ſhould ceaſe his way to go, 
oc oat 
But a relentleſs deſtiny 
Urges all that c er was born: 


Snatch'd from her arms, Britannia once muſt mourn 


The demi-god: the carthly half muſt die. 
Yet if our incenſe can your wrath remove ; 
If human prayers avail on minds above; 
Exert, great god, thy int'reſt in the (ky; 
Gain each kind pow'r, cach guardian deity, 

That conquer'd by the public vow, 
They bear the diſmal miſchief far away : 
O! long as utmoſt nature may allow, 

Let them retard the threaten'd day; 
Still be our maſter's life thy happy care: 
Still let his bleflings with his years increaſe : 
To his laborious youth conſum'd in war, 
Add laſting age, adorn'd and crown'd with peace : 


Let twiſted olive bind thofe laurels faſt, 


Whoſe verdure muſt for ever laſt. 
| XLII. 
Long let this growing aera bleſs his ſway: 
And let our ſons his preſent rule obey: 
On his ſure virtue long let earth rely: 
And late let the imperial cagle fly, 
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| | To bear the heroe thro” his father's (ky, 
To Leds's twins, or be whoſe glorious ſpeed, 
On foot prevail'd, or he who tam'd the ſteed; 
To Hercules, at length abfolv'd by fate 
From earthly toil, and above envy great; 

To Virgil's theme, bright Cytherca's foo, 

Brie of the Latian, and the Britiſh throne; 
To all the radiant names above, 
Rever'd by men, and dear to Jove. 

Late, Janus, let the Naſſau-ſtar 

New-born, in riſing majeſty appear, 

To triumph over vanquiſh'd night, 
And guide the proſp'rous mariner 
With eyerlaſting beams of friendly light. 


AN ODE. 


Inſcribed to the memory of the Honourable Colonel 
GrorGE VILII EIS, drowned in the river Pia- 
va, in the country of Friuli, 1703. In imitation 
of Horace, ode 28. lib. 1. 


Te maris et terrae numeroque carentis arenae 
Menſorem cohibent, Archyta, &c. 


8. deareſt Villiers, poor departed friend. 
(Since fleeting life thus ſuddenly muſt end) 

Say, what did all thy buſy bopes avail, 

That anxious thou from pole to pole didſt ſail; 
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Fre on thy chin the ſpringing beard began 
To ſpread a doubtful down, and promiſe man? 

V hat profited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares, 

In vigour more confirm'd, and riper years? 

To wake cre morning-dawn to loud alarms, 

And march till clofe of night in heavy arms ; 
To ſcorn the ſummer's ſuns and winter's ſnows, 

And fearch thro” ev'ry clime thy country's foes? 
That thou might fortune to thy fide engage; : 


That gentle peace might quell Bcllona's rage; 

And Anna's bounty crown her ſoldier's hoary age 
In vain we think that free-will'd man has pow r 
To haſten or protract th” appointed hour. 

Our term of life depends not on our deed: 

Before our birth our funeral was decreed. 

Nor awd by foreſight, not miſled by chance, 
Imperious death directs his ebon lance; 50 
Peoples great Henry's tombs; and leads up Holben's 
Alike muſt ev'ry ſtate, and ev'ry age 

Suſtain the univerſal tyrant's rage: 

For neither William's pow'r, nor Mary's charms 
Could or repel, or pacify his arms: 

Young Churchill fell, as life began to bloom : 

And Bradford's trembling age expects the tomb. 
Wiſdom and eloquence in vain would plead 

One moment's reſpite for the learned head : 

Judges of writings and of men have dy'd; 
Mecaenas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde: a 
And in their various turns the fons muſt tread 
Thoſe gloomy journeys, which their fires have led. 
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The antient ſage, who did to long maintain, 
With all the births and deaths he had in tore, 
Went out Pythaguras, and came no more. 
And modern Af ——|. whoſe capricious thought 
| Is yet with ſtores of wilder notions f. aug. t, 
Too ſoon convinc'd, ſhall yicld that flecting breath, 
| Which play's ſo idly with the darts of death. 
: Some fi om the (trandcd vellcl force their way; 
2 


Fearful of fate, they meet it in the ſea: 

Some who eſcape the fury of the wave, 

Y Sicken on earth, and ſiuk into a grave: 

| Jn journeys or at home, in war or peace, 

By hardihips many, many fall by caſe. 

Each changing ſeaſon does it's poiſon bring ; 

| Rheums chill the winter, agues blaſt the ſpring : 

Wet, dry, cold, hot, at the appointed hour, 

| All act ſubſervient to the tyrant's pow'r : 
And when obedient nature knows his will, 
A fly, a grapeſlone, or a hair can kill. 

Trier rellleſs Proſeryine for ever treads 

In paths unſeen, o'er our devoted heads; 


Spreads flow diſeaſe, or darts afflitive pain: 
Variety of deaths confirm her eadleſs reign. 
On. curſt Piava's banks the goddefs ſtood, 
Show'd her dize warrant to the riſing flood; 
With fatal ſpeed was urging bis return ; 


And on the ſpacious land, and liquid main 5 | 
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In his dear country, to diſperſe his care, 
And arm himſelf by reſt for future war: 
To chide his anxious friends officious fears, 
And promiſe to their joys his elder years: 
Oh! d-tin'd head; and oh! ſevere decree; 
Nor native country thou, nor friend ſhall fee; 
Nor war haſt thou to wage, nor year to come: 
Impending death is thine, and inſtant doom. 
Hark! the imperious goddeſs is obey'd: 
Winds murmur; ſnows deſcend, and waters ſpread: 
Oh! kinſman, frier d— Oh vain are all the eries 
Of humaa voice; ſtrong deſtiny replies; 
Weep you on earth: for he ſhall fleep below: 
Thence none return; and thither all muſt go. 
Whoe'er thou art, whom choice or buſineſs leads 
To this fad river, or the ncighb'ring meads ; 
If thou may'ſt happen on the dreary ſhores 
To find the object which this verſe deplores; 
Cleanſe the pale corps with a religious hand 
From the polluting weed and common fand ; 
Lay the dead hero graceful in a grave; 
(the only honour he can now receive) 


And fragrant mould upon his body throw: | 


And plant the warrior lawrel o'er his brow : 

Light lie the earth ; and flouriſh green the bough. 
So may juſt heav'n ſecure thy future life 

From foreign dangers, and domeſtic ſtrife: 

And when th' infernal judges diſmal pow'r 

From the dark urn ſhall throw thy deſtin d hour; 
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When yielding to the ſentence, breathleſs thou 
And pale ſhalt lie, as what thou burieſt now; . 
May ſome kind friend the piteous object ſce, 

And (qual rites perform, tu that which once was thee. 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken at Court before the Qu = z x, on her Majeſty's 
birth-day, 1704. 


8 ye planets, with diſtinguiſh'd lighe, 
As when ye ballow'd firſt this happy night: 
Again tranſmit your friendly beams to earth : 
As when Britannia joy'd for Anna's birth : 
And thou, propitious ſtar, whoſe ſacred pow'r 
Preſided o'er the monarch's natal hour, 
Thy radiant voyages for ever run, 
Yielding to none but Cynthia, and the ſun : 
With thy fair aſpect ill illuſtrate heav'n : 
Kindly preſerve what thou baſt greatly giv'n: 
Thy influence for thy Anna we implore : 
Prolong one life ; and Britain aſks no more : 
For virtue can no ampler pow'r expreſs, 
Than to be great in war, and good in peace: 
For thought no higher wiſh of bliſs can frame, 
Than to enjoy that virtue ſtill the ſame. 
Entire and ſure the monarch's rule muſt prove 
Who founds her greatneſs on her ſubjects love; 
Who does our homage for our good require; 
And orders that which we ſhould firſt defire: 
Vol. I. N 
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Her goodneſs takes our liberty away : 

And haughty Britaia yields to arbitrary ſway. 
Let the young Auſtrian then her terrors bear, 

Great as he is, her delegate in war: 

Let him in thunder ſpeak to both his Spains, 

That in theſe dreadful iſles a woman reigns. 

While the bright queen does on her ſubjcfts ſhow 

The gentle bleſſings of her fofter pow'r ; 

Gives ſacred morals to a vicious age, 

To temples zeal, and manners to the ſtage; 

Bids the chaſte muſe without a bluſh appear; 

And wit be that which Heav'n and ſhe may hear. 
Minerva thus to Perſens lent her ſhield; 

Secure of conqueſt, ſent him to the field : 

The hero acted what the queen ordain'd : 

So was his fame compleat, and Andromede unchain d. 
Mean time amidit her native temples ſate 

The goddeſs, ſtudious of her Grecian's fate, 

Taught em in laws and letters to excell, 

In acting juſtly, and in writing well. 

Thus while ſhe did her various pow 'r diſpoſe; 

Th vol war fm ew . 

Virtue was taught in verſe, and Athens glory roſe. 

3 


7 


> LIPE sSrregrr 


KL 


g 


| 


in'd, 
On the event of that ſuperior day, 


 Bavaria's ſtars muſt be accus'd, which ſhone, : 
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ALztTEi to Monſieur Boa DWS e AAV; 
occaſioned by the victory at BLENAE1MX, 


N. cCC.1 . 


—— —. Cupidum, pater optime, vires 

Deficiunt : neque enim quivis horrentia pilis 

Agmina, nee fracta pereuntes cuſpide Gallos 
Mon. fat. 1. I. 8. 


IN CE hir'd for life, thy ſervile wuſe muſt fog. 
Succeſſive eonqueſts, and a gtorious king ; 
Muſt of a man immortal vainly boat; 
And bring him lawrels, whatſoe'er they coſt : 
What turn will thou employ, what colours lay 


In which one Engliſh ſubject's proſp'rous hand 
(30 Jove did will; fo Anna did command) 
Broke the proud column of thy maſter's praiſe, 
Which ſixty winters had conſpir d to r. iſe? 

From the loſt field a hundred ſtandards brought 
Muſt be the work of chance, and fortune's fault : 


That fatal day the mighty work was done, 

With rays oblique upon the Gallic ſun. 

Some Daemon envying France miſled the fight: 

And Mars miſtook, tho? Louis order'd right. 
N 2 
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When thy young muſe invok'd the tuneful nine, 

To ſay how Louis did not paſs the Rhine, 

What work had we with Wageningben, Arnheim, 

Places that could not be redue'd to rhime? 

And tho the poet made his laſt efforts, 

Wurts— who could mention in heroic— Wurts? 

But, teil me, haſt thou reaſon to complain 

Of the rough triumphs of the laſt campaign; 

The Danube reſeu d, and the empire ſav d, 

Say, is the majeſty of verſe retriev'd? 

And would it prejudice thy ſofter vein, 

To ſing the Princes, Louis and Fupgcne? 

Is it too hard in happy verſe to place 

The Vans and Vanders of the Rhine and Maes? 

Fer warriors Anna ſends from Tweed and Thames, 

That France may fall by more harmonious names. 

Canſt thou not Hamilton or Lumly bear ! 

Would Ingoldſby or Palmes offend thy ear? 

And is there not a ſound in Marlbro's name, 5 


Which thou. and all thy brethren ought to claim, 

Sacred to verſe, and ſure of endleſs fame? 
Cutts is in meeter ſomething harſh to read: 

Place me the valiant Gouram in his ſtead : 

Let the intention make the number good: 

Let generous Sylvius ſpeak for boneft Wood. 

And tho” rough Churchill ſcarce in verſe will ſtand, 

So as to have one rhime at bis command: 


Epiſtre 4. du Sr. Boileau Deſpreaux au Roi. 
En vain, pour te louer, &c. 


Alternate as the chance of peace and war) 


To make my matter and my verſe agree? 


Zut is it thus you Engliſh bards compoſe ? 
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With eaſe the bard reciting Blenheim's plain, 
May cloſe the verſe, remembring but the Dane. 
I grant, old friend, old foe, (for ſuch we are 


That we poctic folks, who muſt reſtrain 
Our meaſur'd ſayings in an equal chain, 
Have troubles utterly unknown to thoſe, 
Who let their fancy looſe in rambling proſe. 
For inſtance now, how hard is it for me 


In one great day on Hochſter's fatal plain 

French and Bavarians twenty thouſand flain; 

* Puſh'd thro? the Danube to the ſhores of Styx 

* Squadrons eighteen, battalions twenty ſix: 

* Officers captive made and private men, 

* Of theſe twelve hundred, of thoſe thouſands ten. 
* Tents, ammunition, colours, carriages, 

Cannon, and kettle drums ſweet numbers theſe, 


With Runic lays thus tag infipid proſe ? 
And when you ſhould your heroes dceds rehearſe, 
Give us a commiſlary's liſt in verſe? 

Why faith Deſpreaux. there's ſenſe in what you ſay: 
I told you where my difficulty lay: 
So vaſt, ſo numerous were great Blenheim's ſpoils, 
They ſcorn the bounds of verſe, and mock tbe muſe's 
To make the rough recital aptly chime, [toils, 
Or bring the ſum of Gallia's loſs to rhime, 
' Lis mighty hard: what poet would eſſay 
To count the ſtreamers of my lord mayor's-day ? 
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To number all the ſeveral diſhes dreft 
By honeſt Lamb, laſt coronation feaſt? 
Or make arithmetic and epic meet, 
And Newton's thoughts in Dryden's ſtile repeat? 
O poet, had it been Apollo's will, 
That I had ſhar'd a portion of thy (kill : 
Had this poor breaſt receiv'd the heav'nly beam; 
Or could | hope my verſe might reach my theam ; 
Yet, Boileau, yet the lab'ring muſe ſhould ſlrive, 
Beneath the ſhades of Mailbro's wreaths to live; 
Should call aſpiring gods to bleſs her choice; 
And to their fav'rites ſtrain exalt her voice, 
Arms and a queen to ſing ; who, great and good, 
From peaceful Thames to Danube's wond'ring flood 
Sent forth the terror of her high commands, 
To ſave the nations from invading hands, 
To prop fair liberty's declining cauſe, 
And fix the jarring world with equal laws. 
The queen ſhould fit in Windſor's ſacred grove, 
Attended by the gods of war and love: 
Both ſhould with equal zeal her ſmiles implore, 
To fix her joys, or to extend her pow'r. 
Sudden, the Nymphs and Tritons ſhould appear; 
And as great Anna's ſmiles diſpel their fear, 
With active dance ſhould her obſervance claim; 
With vocal ſhell ſhould ſound her happy name. 
Their maſter I bames ſhould leave the neighb'ring ſhoar, 
By bis ſtrong anchor known, and filver oar ; 
Should lay his enſigns at his ſovereign's feet, 
Andi audience mild with humble grace int reat. 


To 
Th: 
Wh 
Anc 
His 
Fer 
Th 
Ag: 
An 
Uo 
Th 
Ne 
She 
An 
Sh 
Sh 
Fi: 
Sa) 
PL 
Sh 
Tl 
Hi 
1 
V 
H 
Be 
M 
(> 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. . 


To her his dear defence he ſhould complain, 
That whilſt he bleſſes her indulgent reign ; 
Whilſt farther ſeas are by his ficets furvey'd, 
And on his happy banks each India laid; 
His brethren Maes, and Waal, and Rhine, and Saar 
Feel the hard burthen of oppreſſive war: 
That Danube ſcarce retains his rightful courſe 
Againſt two rebel armies neighbꝰ ting force: 
And all muſt weep fad captives to the Sein, 
Unleſs unchain'd and freed by Biitain's queen. 
The valiant fov'reign calls her gen'ral forth; 
Neither recites her bounty, nor bis worth: 
She tells him, be muſt Europe's fate redeem, 
And by that labour merit her eſteem : 
She bids him wait her to the ſacred hall; 
Shows him Prince Edward, and the conquer d Gaul; 
Fixing the bloody croſs upon his breaſt, 
Says, he muſt die, or ſuccour the diitreſs'd : 
Placing the faint an emblem by his fide, 
She tells him, virtue arm'd muſt conquer lawleſs pride. 
The hero bows obedient, and retires : 
The queen's commands exalt the warriot's fires. 
His ſteps are to the filent woods inclin'd, 
The great deſign revolving in his mind: 
When to his ſight a heav'nly form appears: 
Her hand a palm, her head a lawrel wears. 
Me, ſhe begins, the faireſt child of Jove, 
Below for ever ſought, and blef>'d above; 
Me, the bright ſource of wealth, and power and fame; 
(Ner gecd I fay, Victotia is wy name) 
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Me the great father down to thee hos ſent : 
He bids me wait at thy diſtinguiſh d tent, 
To execute what Anna's wiſh would have: 
Her ſubject thou, I only am her ſhave. 

Dare then; thou much belov'd by ſmiling fate: 
For Anua's ſake, and in her name, be great: 
Go forth, and be to diſtant nations known, 

My future fav'rite, and my darling fon. 
At Schellenberg I'll manifeſt ſuſtain ; 
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Thy glorious cauſe; and ſpread my wings again, 
Conſpicuous o'er thy belm in Blenheim's plain. 


. 
Unc 
The goddefs faid, nor would admit reply ; Nor 
But cut the liquid air, and gain'd the ſky. Fro 
His high commiſſion is thro” Britain known : | 
And thronging armies to his ſtandard run, | + And 
He marches thoughtful ; and he ſpeedy fails: Thi 
(Bleſs him, ye ſeas ! and profper him ye gales !) Scot 
Belgia receives him welcome to her ſhores, vw 
And William's death with leffen'd grief deplores. 
His prefence only muſt retrieve that lofs : 
Marlbro to her muſt be what William was. 
So when great Atlas, from thefe low abodes 
Recall'd, was gather'd to his kindred- gods; 
Aleides reſpited by prudent fate, | 
Suſtain'd the ball, nor droop'd beneath the weight. | 
Secret and ſwift behold the chief advance ; 
Sees half the empire join'd, and friend to France: 
The Britiſh general dooms the fight; his fword 
Dreadful he draws: the captains wait the word. 


_— Y ww 


In proſe and buſine ſs lies extinct and loſt. 
| BleſS'd, if | may ſome younger muſe excite; 4 
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Anne and St, George the charging hero cries : 
grill echo from the neighb'ring wood replies 

Anne and St. Georgs—— At that auſpicious fign 
The ſtandards move; the adverſe armies join, 

Of cight great hours, time meaſures out the ſands; 
And Europe's fate in doubtful balance ſtands : 

The niath, Victoria comes: oer Marlbro's head 
Confeſs'd the fits; the hoſtile troops recede :— 
Triumphs the goddeſs, from her promiſe freed. 

The eagle, by the Britiſh lion's might 


Unchain'd and free, direct, her upward flight: 


Nor did (hc e'cr wich ſtronger pinions foar 
From Tyber's banks, than now from Danube ſhoar. 
Fir d with the thoughts which theſe ideas raite, 
And great ambition of my country's praiſe ; 
The Engliſh muſe ſhould like the Mantuan rife, 
Scornful of earth and clouds, ſhould reach the ſkies. 
With wonder (tho” with envy till) purſu d by bu- 
man eyes. 

But we muſt change the ſty le juſt now I faid, 
I ne'er was maſter of the tuneful trade. 
Or the ſmall genius v hich my youth could boaſt, ; 


Point out the game. and animate the flight; 
That from Marſeilles to Calais France may know, | 
As we have conqu'rers, we have poets too ; ö 
And either lawrel does in Britain grow 

That, tho” amonglt ourſelves, with too much heat, 
We ſometimes wrangle, when we ſhould debate; 


224 FOEMS ON 

(A conſequential ill which freedom draws ; 
A bad cffef, but from a noble cauſe) 

We can with univerſal zeal advance, 

To curb the faithleſs arrogance of France. 
Nor ever ſhall Britannia's ſons refuſe 

To anſwer to thy maſter or thy muſe; 

Nor want juſt ſubject for victot ĩous ſtrains ; 
While Marlbro's arm eternal lawrel gains; 
And where old Spencer ſung, « new Elida reigns. 


For the Pr an of a FounT.A1i N, on which is the ci. 
gies of the Q rA N on a triumphal arch, the f- 
gure of the Dun of MArtLBOROUGH be 
neath, and the chicf rivers of the world round the 
whole work. 

6 where-e'vr your waters ow, 
Let diſtant climes and furtheſt nations know, 
What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught, 

How Anne commauded, and how Marlbro fought. 


* Quacunque aeterno properatis, flumina, lapſu, 
* Diviſis late terris, populisque remotis 
* Dicite, nam vobis Tameſis narravit et Iſter, 
* Anna quid imperiis potuit, quid Marlburus armis. 


THE CHAMELEON. 
S the Chameleon, who is known 
To have no colours of his own ; 
But borrows from his neigbours hue 
His white or black, his green or blue; 


And 
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So t 
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And ſtruts as much in ready light, ? 

Which credit gives him upon fight ; 

As if the rain- bow were in tail 

Settl'd on him, and his heirs male; 

So the young Squire, when firſt he comes 
( From country ſcheol to Will's or Tom's: 
? And equally, in truth is it 
ff 
fi- 
de- 
he 


To be a ſtateſman or a wit; 
Without one notion of his own, 
He ſanters wildly up and down, 
Till fome acquaintance, good or bad, 
Takes notice of a ſtaring lad; 
Admits him in among the gang : 
They jeſt, reply, diſpute, harangue : 
He acts and talks, as they befriend him, 
Smear'd with the colours, which they lend him. 
Thus merely, as his fortune chances, 
ke, His merit or his vice advances. 
If haply he the ſect purſues, 
That read and comment upon news; 
He takes up their myſterious face : 
He drinks his coffee without lace: 
This week his mimic-tongue runs o'er 
What they have faid the week before. 
His wiſdom ſets all Europe right; 
And teaches Marlbro when to fight. 
| Or if it be his fate to mect 
| With folks who have more wealth then wit; 
He loves cheap port, and double bub; 
And ſettles in the Hum- Drum club: 
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He learns how ſtocks will fall or riſe; 
Holds poverty the greateſt vice; 
Thinks wit the bane of converſation; 
And ſays that learning ſpoils a nation. 
But if, at firſt, he minds his hits, 
And drinks Champaine among the wits ; 
Five deep he toaſls the tow 'ring laſſes; 
Repeats you verſes wrote on glaſſes ; 
Is io the chair; preſcribes the law ; 
And lics with thoſe he never ſaw. 


MERRY ANDREW. 


1 
(At Barthol'mew he did not much appear; 
So peeviſh was the edict of the may'r) 

At Southwark therefore as his tricks be ſhow'd, 
To pleaſe our maſters, and bis friends the croud ; 
A buge neats - tongue he in bis richt hand held: 
His left was wich a good bl. ck pudding fill'd. 
With a grave look, in this odd equipage, 

The clowniſh miu.ic traverſes the ſtage : 
Why how now, Andrew! cries bis brother droll, 
To days conceit, methinks, is ſomething dull: 
Come on, fir, to cur worthy fricnds explain, 
What does your embiematic worſhip mean? 
Quoth Andrew; honeſt Engiiſh let us ſpeak : 
Your emble—(what d'ye call't) is heathen Greck. 
To tongue or pudding thou haſt r pretence ; 
Learning thy talent is, but mine is ſenſe, 
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That buſic fool I was, which thou art now; 
Defirous to correct. not knowing how; 
With very good deſign, but little wit, 
Blaming or praiſing things, as I thought fit. 
I for this conduct had what L deſery'd; 
And dealing honeſtly, was almoſt ſtarv'd. 
But thanks to my indulgent ſtars, I eat; 
Since I have found the ſecret to be great. 
O deareſt Andrew, ſays the humble droll, 
Henceforth may | obey, and thou controll ; 
Provided thou impart thy uſeful (kill. 
Bow then, ſays Andrew; and, for once, I will: 
Be of your patron's mind, whate'er he ſays; 
Sleep very much; think little ; and talk leſs: 
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong; 
But eat your pudding, flave; and bold your tongue. 
A rev'rend prelate (top'd his coach and fix, 
To laugh a little at our Andrew's tricks. 
But when he heard him give this golden rule; 
Drive on ; (he cry'd) this fellow is no fool. 


A SIMILE. 
4 — Thomas, didſt thou never pop 
head into a tin- man's ſhop ? 
e may eee 
('Tis but by way of famile) 
A ſquirrel ſpend his little rage, 
In jumping round a rowling cage? 
The cage, as cither fide turn'd up, 
Vo L. I. 0 
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Mov'd is the orb, pleas'd with the chimes, 


The fooliſh creature thinks he climbs : 
But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
He never gets two inches higher. 

80 fares it with thoſe merry blades, 
That friſk it under Pindus“ ſhades. 
In noble ſongs, and lofty odes, 
They tread on ſtars, and talk with gods. 
Still dancing in an airy round. 
Still pleus d with their own verſes ſound, 
Brought back, how faſt ſoc'cr they go, 
Always aſpiring, always low. 


THE FLIES. 
AY, fire of inſects, mighty Sol, 
(A fly upon the chariot-pole 
Cries out) what blue bottle alive 
Did ever with ſuch fury drive ? 
Tell Belzebub, great father, tell, 
(Says t'other, perch'd upon the wheel) 
Did ever any mortal fly 
Raiſe ſuch a cloud of duſt, as I ? 


8 


My judgment turn'd the whole debate: 


My valour fav'd the ſinking ſtate. 
$o talk two idle buzzing things; 


Toſs up their heads, and ſtretch their wings. 


But let the truth to light be brought : 

This neither ſpoke, nor t'other fought : 

No merit in their own bchay'our : 

Both mis d, but by their party's fayour. 
3 
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From the GREEK. 
REAT Bacchus, born in thunder and in fire 
By native heat aſſerts his dreadful fire. 
Nouriſh'd near ſhady rills and cooling ſtreams, 
He to the nymphs avows his am'rous flames. 
To all the breth'ren at the Bell and Vine, 
The moral ſays ; mix water with your wine. 


EPIGRAM. 
YEAST exons; very ill, yet will palm all the meats: 
He cats more than fix; aud drinks more than he 
eas. 
Four pipes after dinner he conſtantly ſmokes; 
A ſcaſons his whics with impertinent jokes. 
Yet ſighiag. he ſays, we muſt certainly break; 
And my cruel unkindneſs compells bim to ſpeak: 
For ot late I iuviie him but tour tunes a week, 


ANOTHER. 
O John I ow'd great obligation; 
But John, unk.appily, thought fit 
To publiſh it to all the nation: 
Sure John and Lare more than quit. 


ANOTHER. 
ES, ev'ry poet is a fool : 
By demonſtration Ned can ſhow it: 
Happy, could Ned's inverted rule 
Prove ev'ry fool to be a poet. 
e 


% POEMS ON 


: ANOTHER. 

2 
So very hard thou loves to drive; 

I heard thy anxious coachman fay, 

It coſts thee more in whips, than hay. 


To a perſon who wrote ill, and ſpake worſe againſt me. 
YE, Philo, untouch'd on my peaceable ſhelf; 
Nor take it amiſs, that fo little | heed thee: 
I've no envy to thee, and ſome love to myſelf: 
Then why ſhou'd I anſwer ; fince firſt I muſt read 
thee? 
Drunk with Helicon's waters and double brew'd bub, 
Be a linguiſt, a poet, a critic, a wag ; 
To the folid delight of thy well judging club, 

To the damage alone of thy bookſeller Brag. 
Purſue me with ſaty'r, what harm is there in't? 
But from all vive voce reflection forbear : 

There can be no danger from what thou ſhalt print: 
There may be a little from what thou may'ſt ſwear. 


On the ſame perſon. 
Hile faſter than his coſtive brain indites, 
Philo's quick hand in flowing letters writes; 
His caſe appears to me like honeſt Teague's, 
When he was run away with by his legs. 
Phoebus, give Philo o'er himſelf command; 
Quicken his fenſes, or reſtrain his hand; 
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Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink : 
80 may he ccaſc to write, and learn to think. 


Quid ſit futurum eras fuge quaerere. 
what to-morrow ſhall diſcloſe, 
May ſpoil what you to-night propoſe : 
| England may change; or Cloe ſtray : 
6. | Love and life are for to-day. 


The NuT-Baown Mato. 
A Pot, written three hundred years ſince. 


| —_— ——— 
| On women do complayne; 
Affyrmynge this, how that it is 
| A labour ſpent in vaine, , 
To love them wele; for never a dele 
| They love a man againe. 
Fot lete a man do what he can, 
Ther fevour to attayne ; 
Fo Yet yf anew do them purſue, 
Ther furſt trew lover than 
Laboureth for nought; for from her thought 
He is a baniſhyd man. 
I fay not nay, but that all day 
It is bothe writ and ſayde, 
That woman's fayth is, as who ſaythe ; 
All utterly decayed. 
+ But nevertheleſs right good witneſs 
P this caſe might be layde, 
O3 
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That they love trewe, and contynewe, 
Record the Nur- nov Marpe. 
Which from her love (whan her to prove, 
He came to make his mone) 
Wold not depart; for in her herte It 
She lovyd but him alone. 


Than betwene us, lettens diſcuſſe, 
What was all the maner 

Between them too: we wyle alſo 
Telle all the peyne and fere 

That ſhe was in. now I begynne, 
So that ye me anſwere. 

Wherefore all ye, that preſent be, 
I pray ye give an eare. 

MAN, 

T am the knyght: I come by nyght, 
As ſecret as I can; 

Saying, alas! thus ſtandeth the caſe, 
I am a baniſhyd man. 

WOMAN. 

And I your wylle for to fulfylle 
In this wyl not refuſe; 

Truſting to ſhew, in wordis fewe, 
That men have an ille uſe, 

(To ther own ſhame) women to blame, 
And cauſeleſs them accuſe : 

Therefore to you I anfwere now, 

| Alle women to excuſe : 

M'yn own her te dere, with you what chere, 


—— 
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I pray you telle anone ; 

For in my mynd, of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 

MAN. 

It ſtondeth ſo; a dede is do, 
Wherefore moche barm ſhall growe : 

My deſteny is for a dey 
A ſhameful deth, I trowe: 

Or ellis to flee: the one muſt be: 
None other way I knowe. 

But to withdrawe, as an outlaw, 
And take me to my bowe. 

Wherefore adew, my own herte trewe : 
None other red I can; 

For I muſt to the grene wode goe, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 

WOMAN. 

O Lord! what is this worldis blyſſe, 
That chaungeth as the mone ? 

My ſomers day, in luſty May, 
Is derked before the none. 

I here you ſay, farwell: nay, nay; 
We departe not foo fone : 


| Why fay you ſo? wheder wyl ye goe? 


Alas ! what have you Cone? 
Alle my welfare to ſorrow and care 

Shulde chaunge, if ye were gon ; 
For in my mynde, of all mankynde, 

I love but you alone. 
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MAN. 
I can beleve, it ſhall you greeve, 
And ſhomwhat you diftrayne ; 
But aftyrwarde your paynes harde, 
Within a day or tweyae, 
Shal ſone aflake; and ye ſhal take 
Comfort to you agayne. 


Why ſhould ye nonght? for to make thought, 


Your labur were in vayne, 
And thus I do, and pray you too, 
As heartely as I can; | 
For I muſt to the grene wode goe, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 
5 5 WOMAN, 
Now ſyth that ye have ſhewed to me 
The ſecret of your mynde; 
I ſhall be playne to you againe, 
Like as ye ſhall me fynde. 
Syth it is fo, that ye wyll goe, 
I wol not leve behynde : 
Shal never be ſayd, the Nut-brown mayde 
Was to her love unkynd. 
Make you redy ; for fo am I, 
Although it were anone: 
For ia my Mynd, of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
MAN. 
Yet I you rede, to take good hede, 
What men wyl think aud fey ; 
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Of yonge and olde it ſhal be tolde, 
That ye be gone away : a 
Your wanton wylle, for to fulfylle. 
In grene wode you to play ; 
And that ye myght for your delyte 
| Noo lenger make delay. 
Rather than ye ſbould thus for me, 
Be called an ylle woman; 
Yet wold I to the grene wode goe, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 
WOMAN. 
Though it be ſonge, of old and yonge, 
That I ſbuld be to blame; 
Theirs be the charge, that ſpeke fo large, 
* In hurting of my name. 
| For [ wyl prove, that feythful love 
It is devoyd of ſhame; 
In your diſtreſs and heavyneſs, 
To part wyth you the fame. 
And ſure all thoo that doo not ſo, 
Trewe lovers ar they none: 
But in my mynde, of all mankynde, 
* I love but you alone. 
MAN. 
+ TI counſel you, remember how, 
It is no mayden's lawe, 
Nothing to dought, but to renne out 
To wode with an outlawe. 
For ye muſt there, in your band bere 
| A bowe ready to drawe : 


I 


And as a theef, thus muſt ye lyve, 
Ever in drede and awe. 
Whereby to you gret harme may grow; 
Yet I had lever than, 
That I had to the grene wode goe, 
Alane, a baniſhyd man. 
| WOMAN, 
I think not nay; but as ye ſaye, 
It is noo mayden's lore; 
But love may make me for your ſake, 
As I have faid before, 
To come on fote, to hunte and ſhote, 
To get us mete in ſtore. 
For ſo that I your company 
May have, I aſk no more: 
From which to partc, „ 
As colde as any ſton. 
For in my mynde of al manky nde, 
I love but you alone. 
MAN. 
For an outlawe, this is the lawe, 
That men hym take and binde, 
Wythout pytee hanged to bee, 
And waver with the wynde. 
If I had neede, as Gcd forbede, 
What reſons coude ye finde? 
Fer ſothe I trowe, ye and your bowe 
Shuld draw for fere behynde. 
And no mervyle; for lytel avayle 
Were in your council than: 
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Wherefore I to the wode wyl goe, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 
WOMAN, 
Full well knowe ye, that wymen be 
But febyl for to fyghe : 
| Noo womanhede it is in deede, 
To be bold as a knyght. 
Yet in ſuch fere yf that ye were, 
With enemys day and nyght; 
I wolde withſtonde, with bow in honde, 
| To greve them as I myght : 
And you to fave, as wymen have 
From dethe many one: 
For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
MAN. 
Yet take good hede for ever I drede, 
| That ye coude not ſuſtein 
The thorney weyes, the depe valeis, 
The ſnow, the froſt, the reyn, 
The co!d, the hete. For drye or wete, 
We muſt lodge on the playn; 
And us above, noon other rofe, 
But a brake, buſh, or twayne, 
Whiche ſone, ſhould greve you, I beleve ; 
And ye wolde gladely than, 
That I had to the grene wode goe, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 
WOMAN. 
Syth I have here been partynere 
With you of joy and blyſſe; 
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I muſt alſo, parte of your woo 
Endure, as reſon is. 
Yet am I fore of one pleſure; 


That where ye bee, may ſeemeth, par- day 
I could not fare amyſs. | 
| Without more ſpeche, I you beſeche, 
| That we were ſoon a-gone: 
For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 
| I love but you alone. 
MAN. 
| Yf ye goo thedyr ye muſt conſider, 
Whan ye have luſt to dyne, 
| There ſhal no mete be for to gete, 
Nor drink, bere, ale, ne wine; 
Ne ſhetis clene, to lye berwene, 
Made of thred and twyne; 
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| Noon other bouſe, but levys and bowes, 
| To kever your bead and myn. 
| O myn herte ſwete this ylle dyet 
| Shuld make you pale and wan: Ii 
| Wherefore I to the wode wyl goe, 
| Alone, a baniſhyd man. þ i 
| WOMAN. 
Among the wyld dere, ſuch an archier, , 
As men ſay that ye bee, | 
We may not fayle of good vitayle, By 
Where is ſo grete plente. 
And watir clere of the ryvere 
Shal be full ſwete to me; | 


With which in hele, 1 hall righe ucle 
Endure, as ye ſhal fee. 

And er we goe, a bed or two 
I can previde none; * 

For in my mynde, of al manł ynde 
1 love but you alone. 

| MAN. 

be! xn fetion warden, 
If ye wyl go with me: 

As cutte your here, up by your ere, 
Your kurtel by the knee. 
With bowe in hovde, for to wythſtonde 
Your enemy, yf nede be: 

And this fame nyght, before day-lyght, 
To wode-ward wyl | fe. 

And yf ye wille all this fulfylle, 
Do it ſhortly as ye can: 
Ellis wil Ito the grene wode goe, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 

WOMAN. 
I ſhall as now do more for you, 
han longeth to womanhede, 
To ſhort my here, a bow to bere, 
To ſhote in tyme of nede: 
O my ſweet moder, before all other, 
For you have 1 moſt drede: 
But now adicu I muſt enſue, 

Where fortune duth me lede. 
All this make ye, and lete us fice: 
The day run faſt upon: 

vo r. I. e 
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For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
MAN. 
Nay, nay, not ſo: ye ſhal not go: 
And I ſhall tell ye Why: 
Your appetite is to be light 
OF love, I wele eſpie. 
For right as ye have fayde to me, 
In lykewyſe hardely 
Ye wolde anſwere, whoſoever it were, 


In way of company. 


It is fayd of elde; fone hote, fone colde; 


And ſo is a woman: 
Wherefore I to the wode wyl goe, 
Alone, a bavyſh'd man. 
WOMAN. 
If ye take bede, yt is noo nede 
Such wordis to fay bee me: 
For ofte ye pray d. and longe aſſayed, 
Er | you lovid, par-dy. 
And though that I of aunceſtry 
A baron's daughter be; 
Yet have you proved, how I you loved, 
A ſquyer of low degree; 
And ever ſhal, what ſo befalle, 
To dey therefore anone ; 
For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
MAN. _ 
A baron's childe to be beguy led, 
It were a curſed dede: 


— — — 
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Ye were betrayed. Wherefore, good maide, 
The belt rede that I can, 
Is that I to the grene wode go, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 
WOMAN. 
Whatſoever befalle, I never halle 
Of this thing you upbraid: 
But yf ye go, and leave me fo, 
ö Then have ye me betraid. | 
| Remember ye wele, how that ye dele; 
For yf ye, as ye ſaide, 
Be ſo unkyade, to leve bebynde 
Your love, the NUuT-B«0wN MAI: 
| Truſt me truely, that I ſhali dey 
Soue after ye be gone; 
For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
MAN, 
ö If that ye went, ye ſhulde repent ; 
For in the forreſt now 
I have purveid me of a maide, 
Whom | love more than you. 
Another fayrer than e'er ye were; 
I dare it well avowe: | 
P 3 
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And of you bothe, eche ſhoulde be wrothe 


Wyrth other, as I trowe. 


| It were myn ef, te lyve in peſe: 


Sowyl I. yf 1 can: 
Wherefore | to the wode wyl go, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 
WOMAN. 
Though in the wode, | undirſtode, 
Ye had a paramour ; 
All this may nought remove my thought, 
But that I will be your. 
And the ſhall fynde me ſoft and kynde, 
And courteis every hour, 
Glad to fulfylle all that ſhe wylle 
Commaunde me to my po r. 
For had ye loo, an hundred moo; 
| Yet wolde I be that one: 


For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 


1 love but you alone. 
MAN. * 
Myne own dere love, I ſee the prove, 
That ye be kynde and trewe; 
Of mayde and wyfe, in all my lyf, 
The beſt that ever | knew. 
Be merry and glad; be no more fad; 
The caſe is chaunged newe; 
For it were ruthe, that for your trouth, 
Ye (hulde have cauſe to rewe. 
Be not diſmayed; whatſoever | fayd 


To you when | began; 
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I wyl not to the grene wode go; | 
I am no baniſhyd man. 
WOMAN. 
Theis tidiags be more glad to me, 
Than to be made a quene; 
It I were ſure, they ſhould endure: 
But it is often ſeen, 
When men wyl breke promiſe they ſpeke 
The wordis on the ſplene. 
Ye ſhape ſome wyle, me to begyle, 
And ſtele fro me, 1 wene 
Then were the caſe wurs than it was; 
And | more woo began ; 
For ia my mynde. of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
MAN. 
Ye ſhall not nede further to drede : 
I wyt not diſparage | 
You. God defende; fyih you deſcende 
Of fo grete a lynage. 


' Now underftande. to Wellmerkade, 


Whiche is my herytage, 
I wyl you bringe; and with a rynge, , 
By way of maryage 
I wyl you take, and lady make, 
As ſhartly as 1 can. 
Thus have ye wone an erlie's ſon, 
And not « baniſhyd man. 
P3 
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HENRY A DU EMMA, 


3% A Por, upon the model of the 
NuT-atown Maid. 


To CLOE. 


"1 20, to whoſe eyes I bend; at whoſe command, 
(Tho low my voice, tho” artieſs be my band) | 

I take the ſprightly reed. and fing and play; 

Careleſs of what the cens'ring world may ſay: 

Bright Cloe, object of my conſtant vow, 

Wilt thou a while unbend thy ſerious brow ? 

Wut thou with pleaſure hear thy lover's ſtrains, * 

And with one heav'nly ſmile o'erpay his pains? | 

No longer ſhall the NuT-B8zxown Mad be old; 

Tho” fince her youth three hundred years have roll'd. 

At thy deſire, ſhe ſhall again be rais'd; | - 

And her reviving charms in laſting verſe be prais'd. 
No longer man of woman ſhall complain, 

That he may love, and not be lov'd again: 

That we in vain the fickle ſex purſue, 

Who change the conſtant lover for the new. 

Whatever has been writ, whatever ſaid 

Of female paſſion feign'd, or faith decay'd ; 

Henceforth ſhall in my verſe refuted ſtand, 

Be ſaid to winds, or writ upon the ſand. 

And while wy notes to future times prockim 

Voconquer d love, and ever-during flame; 
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© faireſt of the fex ! be thou wy muſe : 

Deign on my work thy influence to diffuſe. 

Let me partake the bleſſings } rehearſe, * 

And grant me, love, the juſt reward of verſe. 

As beauty's potent queen, with ev'ry grace 
That once was Emma's, has adorn'd thy face; - 
And as her ſon has to my boſom dealt 
That conſtant flame, which faithful Henry felt : 
d, O let the ſtory with thy life agree; 

Let men once more the bright example ſee ; 

| What Emma was to him, be thou to me. 

Nor ſend me by thy frown from her I love, 
Diſtant and fad, a baniſh'd man to rove. 
But oh! with pity long intreated crown 

» My pains and hopes; when thou ſay'ſt that one 

Oft all mankind thou lov'ſt; oh! think on me alone. 


Hz x E beauteous Ifis and her huſband Tame 
With mingled waves for ever flow the ſame, 

In times of yore an ancient baron liv'd ; 

Great gifts beſtow'd, and great reſpect receiv d. 

| When dreadful Edward with ſucceſsful care 

Led his free Britons to the Gallic war; 

This lord had headed his appointed bands, 

In firm allegiance to bis king's commands; 

And (all due honours faithfully diſcharg'd) 

Had brought back his paternal coat enlarg'd 
With a new mark, the witnefs of his toil, 

And no inglotious part of foreign ſpoil. 
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From the loud camp retie'd and noiſy court, 
In honourable eafe and rut al fport, . 
The remnant of his days be ſafely paſt; | 15 
Nor found they lagg d too flow, nor flew too faſt, 
He made his with with bis eftate comply, 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 
One child he had, a daughter chaſt and fair, 
His age's comvort, and his fortune's heir. 
They call'd her Emma; for the beauteous dame 
Who gave the virgia birth, had born the name. 
The name th' indulgent father doubly lov'd; 
For in the child the mother's charms improv'd. 
Yet as when little round his knee ſhe play'd ; 
He call'd her oft in ſport his Nut-brown Maid: 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word; 
As till they pleaſe, who imitate their lord: 
Uſage confirm'd what fancy had begun : | 


In 


The mutual terms around the land were known; 
And Emma and the Nut-brown Maid were one. 
As with her ſtature. ſtill her charms encreas d; 
Thro' all the ifle her beauty was confcſs'd. 
Oh! what perfections mult that virgin ſhare, 
Who faireſt is eſteem d. where all are fair? 
From diſtant ſhires repair the noble youth, 
And find, report for once had le ſſen'd truth. 
By wonder firſt, and then by p ſſion mov'd, 
They came; they ſaw; they marvell d: and they lov'd. 
By public praiſes, and by ſecret ſighs 
Each ound the general pow's of Emma's eyes. 
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In tilts and turnaments the valiant ſtrove, 
© | By glorious deeds to purchaſe Emma's love. 
_ | In gentle verſe the witty told their fame, | 
And grae d their choiceſt ſongs with Emma's name. 
In vain they combated, in vain they writ : 
Uſcleſs their ſtrength, and impotent their wit. 
Great Venus only muſt direct the dart, 
Which elſe will never reach the fair one's heart, 
Spight of th attempts of force, and foft e ſſects of art. 1 
Great Venus mult prefer the happy one : | 
In Henry's cauſe her favour muſt be ſhown : 
And Emma, of mankind, mul love but him alone. 
| While theſe in public to the caſtle came, 
. 
| 
| 


More ſecret ways the careful Henry takes; 
His ſquires, his arms, and equipage forſakes: 
In borrow'd name, and falſe attire array d. 
Ott he finds means to fee the beauteous maid. 
| When Emma hunts, in huntfman's habit dreft, 
Henry on foot purſues the bounding beaſt. 
In his right hand his beachen pole he bears: 
And graceful at his fide his horn be wears. 
Still to the glade, where ſhe has bent her way, 
With knowing {kill be drives the future prey. 
Bids her decline the hill, and ſhun the brake; 
And ſhews the path her ſteed may fafeſt take. 
Direfts her ſpear to fix the glorious wound; 
Pleas'd in his toils to have ber triumph crown's ; 
| And blows her praiſes in no common found. 
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A falc'ner Henry is, when Emma hawks: 
With her of tarfels, and of lures he talks. 
Upon his wriſt the tow'ring merlin ſtands; 
Praftis'd to riſe, and ſtoop at her commands. 
And when ſuperior now the bird has flown, 
And hcadlong brought the tumbling quarry down; 
With humble rev'rence be accoſts the fair; 
And with the honour'd feather decks her hair. 
Yet lil, as from the ſportive field (he goes, 
His dowucaſt eye reveals his inward woes, 
And by his look and forrow is expreſt, 
A nobler game purſu d than bird or beaſt. 

A ſhepherd now along the plain he roves ; 


| And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves. 
The neighb'ring fwaios around the ſtranger throng, = 


Or to admire, or emulate his ſong: 


While, with ſoft ſorrow, be renews his lays, 


Nor heedful of their envy, nor their praiſe. 


ts But foan as Emme's eyes adora the plain, 


His notes he'raiſes to a nobler (train, 
With dutiful eefpeft and ſtudious fear; 
Leſt any carelcfs ſound offend her car. 
A frantic gipſey now the houſe he haunts, 


| And in wild phraſes ſpeaks diſſembled wants. 


With the food maids in palmiſtry he deals: 
They tell the ſecret firſt, which he reveals: 
Says who ſhall wed, and who ſhall be beguil'd ; 


But when bright h mma wou'd her fortune know; - 


A ſoſter look unbends his op'ning brow. 
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trembling awe he gazes on her eye; 
in ſoft accents forms the kind reply; 
That ſhe ſhall prove as fortunate as fair; 
And Hymen's choiceſt gifts are all reſerv d for her. 
Now oft had Henry chang'd his ſly diſguiſe, 
Unmark'd by all, but beauteous Emma's eyes : 
Oft had found means alone to ſee the dame, 
And at her feet to breathe his am'rous flame; 
And oft the pangs of abſence to remove 
By letters, ſoft interpreters of love: 


- 
1279 


Till time and induſtry (the mighty two 


| 


That bring our wiſhes nearer to our view) 

Made him perceive, that the inclining fair 

Receiv'd his vows with no reluetant ear; 

That Venus had confirm'd her equal reign, 

And dealt to Emma's heart a ſhare of Henry's pain. 
While Cupid ſmil'd, by kind occaſion bleſs'd, 

And, with the ſceret kept, the love increas'd; 

The am'rous youth frequents the ſilent groves; 

And much he meditates for much he loves. 

Ile loves: 'tis true; and is belov'd again: 

Great are his joys: but will they long remain? 

Emma with ſmiles receives his preſent flame: 

But ſmiling, will ſhe ever be the ſame? . 

Beautiful looks are rul'd by fickle minds; 

And ſummer ſeas are turn'd by ſudden winds : 

Another love may gain her eaſie youth: 

Time changes thought ; and flatt'ry conquers truth. 
O impotent eſtate of human life ! 

Where hope and fear maintain eternal ſtrife ; 
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Among thy various gifts, great Heav'n, bellow 
Our cp of love unmix d. forbear to throw 

Bitter ingredients in; nor pall the draught 
Hardly enjoys the pleaſut able taſte: 

Or deems it not fancere; or fears it cannot laſt. 
With wiſhes tais d. with jealouſies oppreſt, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breaſt) 

By one great trial he reſolves to prove 

The faith of woman, and the force of love. 

If feanning Emma's virtues, he may find 
That beauteous frame incloſe a ſteady mind, 
He'll fix his hope. of future joy ſecure; 

And live a flave to Hymen's happy pow'r. 

Bu if the fair one, as he fears, is fr. il; 


If p«is'd aright in reafon's equal ſcale, 

Light fly her merits, and her faults prevail; 

His mind he vows to free from am'rous care, 

The latent miſchief from his heart to tear, 

Reſume his azure arms, and ſhine ayain in war. 
South of the caſtle, in a verdant glade 

A ſpreading beech extends her friendly ſhade: 

Here oft the nywph his breathing vows had heard; 

Here oft her ſilence had her heart declar'd. 

As active ſpring awak'd her infant buds 

And genial lite inform'd the verdant woods; 

Henry, in knots involving Emma's name, 


Had half expreſs'd, and half conceal'd his flame 
Z . 
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Upon this tree and as the tender mark 
Grew with the year, and widen'd with the bark; 
Venus had heard the virgin's ſoft addreſs, 
That, as the wound. the paſſion might encreaſc. 
And deck'd the various mead with op'ning flow rs; 
Upon this tree the nywph's obliging care 
Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair : 
Which as with gay delight the lover found; 
Pleas'd with his conqueſt. with her preſent crown'd, 
Glorious thro? all the plains he oft had gone, 
And to each ſwain the myſtic honour ſhown : 
The gift ſtill prais'd, the giver (till uoknown. 
His ſecret note the troubled Henry writes; 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites: 
Impertc& words and dubious terms expreſs, 
That unforeſeen miſchance diſturb'd his peace ; 
That he muſt ſomething to her ear commend, 
On which her conduct. and his life depend. 
Soon as the fair one had the note receiv'd; 
The remnant of the day alone ſhe griev'd : 
For different this from ev'ry former note, 
Which Venus dictated, and Henry wrote; 
Which told her all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear boſom of his Nut-brown Maid ; 
Which always bleſs d her eyes, and own'd her pow'r; 
And bid her oft adieu, yet added more. 
Now night advanc'd. The houſe in fleep was laid, 


The nurſe expericnc'd, and the prying maid; 
vor. I. Q 
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And laſt that ſprite, which does inceffant haunt 
The lover's ſteps, the ancient maiden aunt. 
To her dear Henry Emma wings ber way, 
With quicken'd pace repairing forc'd delay. 
For love, fantaſtic pow'r, that is afraid 
To ſtir abroad till watchfulneſs be laid; 
Undaunted then, o'er cliffs and valleys ſtrays; 
And leads his vot'ries ſafe thro” pathleſs ways. 
Not Argus with his hundred eyes ſhall find, 
Where Cupid goes; tho” he poor guide is blind. 
The maiden firſt arriving, ſent her eye 
To aſk, if yet it's chief delight were nigh : 
With fear, and with deſire. with joy and pain 
She ſees, and tuns to meet him on the plain. 
But oh! his ſteps proclaim no lover's haſte: 
On the low ground his fix'd regards are caſt: 
His artful boſom heaves diſſembl'd ſighs; 
And tears ſuborn'd fall copious from his eyes. 
With eaſe, alas! we credit what we love: 
His painted grief does real forrow move 
In the afflicted fair; adown her check 
Trickling the genuine tears their current break. 
Attentive ſtood the mournful nymph : the man 
Broke ſilence firſt: the tale alternate can. 


MAN. | 
Sn. O tell me, haſt thou felt a pain, 
Emma, beyond what woman knows to feign ? 
Has thy uncertain boſom ever ſtrove 
With the firſt.tumults of a real love? 
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| Haſt thou now dreaded, and now bleſt his ſway, 
| By turns averſe, and joyful to obey? 
Thy virgin ſoftneſs haſt thou cer dewail'd ; 
As reafon yielded, and as love prevail'd? 
And wept the potent god's reſiſtleſs dart, : 


His killing pleaſure, his eeſtatie ſmart, 

And heav'nly poiſon thrilling thro' thy heart ? 

If ſo, with pity view my wretched ſtate; 

At leaſt deplore, and then forget my fate: 

To ſome more happy knight reſerve thy charms, 

By fortune favour'd, and ſucceſsful arms : 

And only as the ſun's revolving ray 

Brings back each year this melarcholy day ; 

Permit one ſigh, and ſet apart one tear, 

To an abandon'd exile's endleſs care. 

For me, alas! out-caſt of human race, 

Love's anger only waits, and dire diſgrace: 

For lo! theſe hands in murder are imbru'd; 

Theſe trembling feet by juſtice are puriu'd: 

Fate calls aloud, and haſtens me away ; 

A ſhameful death attends my longer ſtay ; 

And I this niyhe muſt fly from thee and love, 

Condemn'd in lonely woods a baniſh'd man to rove. 
EM MA. 

What is our bliſs, that changeth with the moon ; 

And day of life, that darkens cer 'tis non? 

What is true paſſion, if unbleſt it dies? 

And where is Emma's joy. if Henry flies? 

If love, alas! be pain; the pain | bear, 

No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 
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Ne'er faithful woman felt. nor falſe one feign'd 


The flames, which long have in my boſom reign'd : 


The god of love himfelf inhabits there, 
With all his rage, and dread, and grief, and care, 
His complement of ſtores, and total war. 

O! ceaſe then coldly to ſuſpect my love; 
And let my deed at leaſt my faith approve. 
Alas | no youth ſhall my endearments ſhare ; 
Nor day nor night ſhall interrupt my care: 

No future ſtory ſhall with truth upbraid 

The cold indiff rence of the Nut-brown Maid: 

Nor to hard baniſhment ſhall Henry run; 

While careleſs Emma flecps on beds of down. 

View me rcfolv'd, where-e'er thou lead'ſt, to go, 

Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe: 

For [ atteſt fair Venus, and her ſon, 

That I, of all mankind, will love but thce alone. 
| HENRY. 

Let prudence yet obſtruct thy vent'rous way; 
And take good heed, what men will think and ſay; 
That beautcous Emma vagrant courſes touk ; 
Her father's houſe and civil life forſook ; 

That full of youthful blood, and fond of man, 
She to the wood-land with an exile ran. 

Reflect, that lefſen'd fame is ne'er regain'd; 

And virgin honour once, is always ſtain'd : 
Timely advis'd, the coming evil ſhun: 

Better not do the deed, than weep it done. 

No penance can abſulve our guilty fame; 

Nor tears, that walk our fin, can waſh our ſhame. 
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Then fly the fad eſſects of deſpꝰ rate love; 
| And leave a baniſh'd man thro” lonely woods to rove. 
EMMA. 

Let Emma's hapleſs caſe be falſely told 
By the raſh young, or the ill-· natur d old: 
Let ev'ry tongue its various cenſures chafe; 
Abſolve with coldneſs, or with fpite accuſe : 
Fair truth at laft her radiant beams will raiſe; 
And malice vanquiſh'd heightens virtue's praiſe. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my flight; 
O! let my preſence make thy travels light; 
And potent Venus ſhall exalt my name 
Above the rumours of cenſorious fame : 
Nor from that buſie demon's reſtleſs pow'r 
Will ever Emma other grace implore, 
Than that this truch ſhould to the world be known; 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone. e 

HzNRVY. 

But canſt thou wield the ſword, and bend the bow? 
With active force repel the ſturdy foe ? 
When the loud tumult ſpeaks the battle nigh, 
And winged deaths in whiſtling arrows fly; 
Wilt thou, tho? wounded, yet undaunted ſtay, 
Perform thy part, and ſhare the dangerous day? 
Then, as thy ſtrength decays, thy heart will fail, 
Thy limbs all trembling, and thy checks all pale; 
With fruitleſs ſorrow thou, inglorious maid, 
Wilt weep thy ſafety by thy love betray d: 
Then to thy friend. by foes o'ercharg'd, deny 
Thy little uſclcfs aid, and coward fly: 
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Then wilt thou curſe the chance that made thee love 
A baniſh'd man, condema'd in lonely woods to rove. 
EM Bt . 

Wich fatal certainty Llialeſtris knew 
To fend the arrow from the twanging yew : 
And great in arms, and foremoſt in the war, 
Bonduca brandiſh'd high the Britich ſpear. 
Could thir ſt of vengeance, and deſire of fame 
Excite the female breaſt with martial flame? 
And ſha!l not love's diviner pow'r inſpire 
More hardy virtue, and more gen'rous fire? 

Near thee, miſtruſt not, conſtant I'll abide, 
And fall, or vanquiſh, fighting by thy ſide. 
Tho” my inferiour ſtrength may not allow, 
That I ſhould bear, or draw the warrior bow; 

ith ready hand I will the ſhaft ſupply, 

And joy to ſee thy victor arrows fly. 
Touch'd in the battle by the boſtile reed, [bleed, 
Should'ſt thou (but Heaven avert it!) (hould'it thou 
To ſtop the wounds my fineſt lawn I'd tear; 
Waſh them with tears, and wipe them with my hair: 
Bleſt, when my dangers and my toils have ſhown, 


That I, of all mankind, could love but thee alone. 


HENRY. 
But canſt thou, tender maid, canſt thou ſuſtzin 
Aſſlictive want, or hunger's preſſing pain? 
Thoſe limbs, in lawn and ſofteſt (lk array 'd. 
From ſun beams guarded, and of winds afraid; 
Can they bear angry Jove? can they reſi. 
1 ke parching dog-ſtar, and the bleak north · caſt? 
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| When chill'd by adverſe ſnows, and beating rain, 
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We tread with weary ſteps the longſome plain; 

When with hard toil we ſeck our ev'ning food, 

Berries and acorns, from the neighb'ring wood; 

And find among the cliffs no other houſe, 

But the thin covert of ſome gather'd boughs; 

Wilt thou not then reluctant ſend thine eye 

Around the dreary waſte; and weeping try 

(Tho' then, alas! that tryal be too late) 

To find thy father's hoſpitable gate 

And ſeats, where eaſe and plenty brooding fate? 

Thoſe ſeats, whence long excluded thou muſt mourn : 

That gate for ever barr'd to thy return: 

Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 

And hate a baniſh'd man, condemn's ia woods to rove? 

EMMA. 

Thy riſe of fortune did I only wed, 

From it's decline determin'd to recede ; 

Did I but purpoſe to embark with thee, 

On the ſmooth ſurface of a ſummer's ſca; 

While gentle Zephyrs play in proſp'rous gales; 

And fortune's favour fills the ſwelling fails : 

But would forſake the ſhip, and make the ſhoar, 

When the winds whiſtle, and the tempeſts roar ? 

No, Henry, no: one ſacred oath has ty'd 

Our loves; one deſtiny our life ſhall guide; 

Nor wild, nor deep our common way divide. 
When from the cave thou riſeſt with the day, 

To beat the woods, and rouſ. the bounging prey: 
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The cave with moſs and branches I'll adorn, 
And chearful fit, to wait my lord's return. 
| And when thou frequent bring'ſt the ſmitten deer; 
(For ſeldom, archers fay, thy arrows err) 
I'll fetch quick fuel from the neighb'ring wood. 
And ſtrike the ſparkling flint, and dreſs the food: 
With humble duty and officious haſte, 
Il cull the furtheſt mead for thy repaſt : 
The choiceſt herbs I to thy board will bring; 
And draw thy water from the freſheſt ſpring : 
1 And when at night with weary toil oppreſt, 
Soft lumbers thou cnjoy'ſt, and wholeſome reſt; 
14 Watchful I'll guard thee, and with midnight pray'r 
| Weary the gods to keep thee in their care ; 
And joyous aſk at morn's returning ray, 
' Tf thou haſt health, and I may bleſs the day. 
' My thought ſhall fix, wy lateſt wiſh depend 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinſman, father, friend: 
14 By all theſe ſacred names be Henry known 
| To Emma's heart: and grateful let him own, 
That ſhe, of all menkind, — — 
HENRY. 

Vainly thou telPſt me, what the woman's care 
Shall in the wildneſs of the wood prepare : 
Thou, ere thou goeſt, unhappyeſt of thy kind, 
1 Muſt leave the habit, and the ſex behind. 

No longer ſhall thy comely treſſes break 

In fidwing ringlets on thy ſnowy neck; 

| Or ſit behind thy head, an ample round, 

I graceful breeds with various ribbon bound: 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. tg 
No longer (hall the bodice aptly lac'd, 
From thy full boſom to thy flender waſte, 
That air and harmony of ſhape expreſs, 
Fine by degrees, and beautifully leſs : 
Nor (hall thy lower garments artful pleat, 
From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, 
Arm their chaite beauties with a modeſt pride, 
And double ev'ry charm they ſcek to hide. 
Th'ambroſial plenty of thy ſhining hair 
Cropt off and luſt, tcarce lower than thy ear 
Shall ſtand uncouth : a horſe-man's coat ſhall hide 
Thy taper ſh.pe. and comelineſs ot fide: 
„ The ſhort trunk-hoſe ſhall ſhow thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common eye-light tree: 
And with a bolder ſtride, and loofer air, 
| Mingl'd with men, a man thou must appear. 
Nor ſolitude. nor gentle peace of mind, 
Miſtaken maid, ſhalt thou in foreſts find: 
lis long ſince Cynthia and her train were there: 
Or guardian gods made innocence their care. 
| Vagrants and out-laws ſuall offend thy view: 
For ſuch mult be my triends, a hideous crew 
| By adverſe fortune mix'd in ſocial ill, 
| Train'd to aſſault, and diſciplin'd to ki l: 
Their common loves. a lewd abandon's pack, 
The beadle's laſh ſtil} Aagrant on their back: 
By floth corrupted, by diſorder fed, 
Made bold by want and proflitute for bread : 
With ſuch muſt Emma hunt the tedious day, 
Aſſiſt their violence, and divide their prey: 
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With ſuch ſhe mult return at ſetting light, 

Tho not partaker, witneſs of their night. 

Thy car, inur d to charitable founds, 

And pitying love, muſt feel the hateful wounds 

. Of jeſt obſcene, and vulgar ribaldry, 

1 The ill bred queſtion, and the lewd reply; 

| Brought by long habicude from bad to worſe, 

Muſt hear the frequent oath, the dirctul curſe, 

Ft That lateſt weapon of the wretches war, 

| And blaſphemy, ſad comrade of deſpair. 
Now, Emma, now the laſt re fl. ion make, 

What thou woul4'ſt follow, what thou muſt forſake ; 

By our il- omen d ſtars. and adverſe heav'n, 

No middle object to thy choice is giv'n. 

Or yield thy virtue. to attain thy love; 

Or leave a daniſh'd man. condemn'd in woods to rove. | (1 

EMMA. Bl 

o grief of heart | hat our unhappy fates 

Force thee to ſuffer what thy honour bates: 

| Mix thee amongſt the bad, or make thee run | 

} Too near the paths, which virtue bids thee ſhun. 

| Yet with her Henry till let Emma go; 

| With him abhor the vice, but ſhare the woe: 

And fure my little heart can never err 

Amidit the worſt ; if Henry till be there. 

Our outward act is prompted from within; 

And from the ſinner's mind proceeds the fin : 

By her own choice free virtue is approv'd; 8 

Nor by the force of outward objects mov d. 
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£ Who has aſſay'd no danger, gains no praiſe. 
| In mall ile, amidft the wideſt ſeas, 
Triumphant conſtancy has fin d her ſeat: 
In vain the *yrens fing, the tempeſts beat: 
Their fla:t'ry ſhe rejects. nor fears their threat. 
Tor thee alone theſe little charms | dreit: 
Condemn'd them, or abſoly'd them by thy teſt. 
In comely bavre rang'd my jewels ſhone, 
Or negligently plac'd for thee alone : 
For thee again they ſhall be laid aſide : 
The woman, Henry, ſhall put off her pride 
te ; For thee : my cloaths, my ſex, cxchang'd for thee, 
Pll mingle with the people's wretched lee; 
O line extream of human infamy ! 
Wanting the ſciffars, with theſe hands 1'll tear 
we. (It that obſtructs my flight) this load of hair. 
| Black foot, or yellow walnut ſhall diſgrace 
This little red and white of Emma's face. 
Theſe nails with ſcratches ſhall deform my breaſt, : 


| Leſt by my look, or colour be expreſs'd 

The mark of ought high-born, or ever better dreſs'd. 

| Yet in this commerce, under this diſguiſe, 

Let me be grateful ſtill to Henry's cyes 

| Loſt to the world, let me to him be known: 

| My fate | can abſulve; if he ſhall own, . 
That leaving all mankind, 1 love but him alone. 
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| O wildeſt thought of an abandon'd mind! 

Name, habit, parents, woman leit behind, 
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Ev'a honour dubious, thou prefer ſt to go x 


Wild to the woods with me: faid Emma fo? 

Or did I dream what Emma never faid ? 

O guilty error! and O wretched maid! 

Whoſe roving fancy would reſolve the fame 

With him, who next ſhould tempt her eaſy fame; 
And blow with empty words the tuſceptible flame. 
Now why ſhould doubtful terms thy mind perplex? 
Confeſs thy frailty, and avow the ſex: 


No longer looſe defire for conftant love [rove. 
Miſtake; but ſay, tis man with whom thou long'ſt to 
; EMMA. 


Are there not poiſons, racks, and flames, and ſwords; 
That Emma thus muſt die by Henry's words? 
Yet what could ſwords or poiſon, racks or flame, 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame! {tame. 
More fatal Henry's words; they murder E.mma's 
And fall theſe ſayings from that gentle tongue, 
Where civil ipcech, and foft perſuaſion hung; 
Whofe artful ſweetneſs and harmonious ſtrain, 
Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, 
Cail'd ſighs. and tears, and wiſhes to its aid; 
And, whilit it Henry's glowing flame convey d. 
Still blam'd the coldnefs of the Nut-brown Maid? 
Let envious jealouſie, and canker'd ſpight 
Produce my actions to ſevereſt light. 
And tax wy open day, or fecret night. 
Did e'er my tongue ſpeak my unguarded heart 
The leaſt inclin'd to play the wanton's part? 
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One fault, but that which | muſt ever own, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone? 
HewnayY. 

Vainly thou talk ſt of loving me alone: 
Each man is man; and all our ſen is one. 
Falſe are our words; and fickle is our mind: 
Nor in love's ritual can we ever find 
Vows made to laſt, or promiſes to bind. 

By nature prompted, and for empire wade, 
Alike by ſtrength or cunning we invade: 
When arm'd with rage we march againſt the foe; 
We lift the battle-ax, and draw the bow: 
When fir'd with paſſion we attack the fair ; 
Deluſive ſighs and brittle vows we bear: 
Our falſhood and our arms have equal uſe ; 
As they our conqueſt, or delight produce. 
The fooliſh heart thou gav'ſt, again receive, 
The only boon departing love can give. 
To be lefs wretched, be no longer true: 


What ſtrives to fly thee, why ſhould'ſt thou purſue ? 


Forget the preſent flame, indulge a new, 

Single the lovelieſt of the am'rous youth ; 

Aſk for his vow ; but hope not for his truth. 
The next man (and the next thou ſhalt believe) 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive; 


Will kneel, implore, *** o'ercome, and leave. 
Vor. I. 
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| Did cer my eye one inward thought reveal, 
Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell? 
And haſt thou, Henry, in my conduct known 


; 
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Hence let thy Cupid aim his arrows right; 
Be wiſe and falſe, ſhun trouble, ſeck delight; 
Change thou the firſt, nor wait thy lover's flight. 
Why ſhould'ſt thou weep ? let nature j 
I faw thee young, and fair; purſu'd the 
Of youth, and beauty : I another ſaw 
Fairer, and younger: yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, I purſu'd | 
More youth, more beauty: bleſt viciſſitude ! 
My active heart till keeps it's priſtine flame; 
The objeR alter d. the deſire the fame. 
With preſent power compels me to her arms. 
And much I fear, from my ſubjected mind 
(If beauty's force to conſtant love can bind) 
That years may roll, ere in her turn the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay'd; 
And weeping follow me, as thou doſt now, 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. 

Nor can the wildneſs of thy wiſhes err 
So wide, to hope that thou may'ſt live with her. 
Love, well thou know'ſt, no partnerſhip allows: 
Cupid averſe rejects divided vows : 


An uſeleſs ſorrow, and an ill-ſtarr'd love; [rove. 
And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods to 
EMMA. 
Are we in life thro” one great error led? 
Is cach man perjur'd, and each nymph betray'd? 
3 


Then from thy fooliſh heart, vain maid, remove £ 
| 
| 
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Of the ſuperior ſex art thou the worſt? 

| Am | of mine the moſt compleatly curſt? 

Yet let me go with thee: and going prove, 

From what I will endure, how much I love. 
This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 

This bappy object of our diff rent care, 

Her let me follow ; her let me attend, 

A ſervant: (ſhe may ſcorn the name of friend.) 

What the demands, inceſſant I'll prepare: 

I'll weave her garlands; and I II pleat her hair: 

My buſie diligence ſhall deck her board; 

(For there at leaſt I may approach my lord) | 

And when her Henry's ſofter hours adviſe : 


His ſervant's abſence; with dejected eyes 
Far I'll recede, and ſighs forbid to riſe. 

Yet when encrealing grief brings fl-w di 
nnd edding lite, on texius ate as there, 
Will have it's little lamp uo longer fed; 
When Henry's miſtreſs ſhows him Emma dead ; 
Reſcue my poor remains from vile neglect: 
With virgin honours let my herſe be deckt, 
And decent emblem ; and at leaſt perſuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid, 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where the 
With frequent eye my ſepulchre may ſee. 
The nymph amidſt her joys may baply breathe 
One pious ſigh, reficfting on my death, 
And the fad fate which ſhe may one day prove, 


Who hopes from Henry's vows eternal love. 
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And thou forſwern, thou cruel, as thou art, 
If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart ; 

Thou fure muſt give one thought, and drop one teay 
To her, whom love abandon'd to deſpair ; 
To her, who dying. on the wounded ftone 5 


Bid it in laſting characters be known, 

That, of mankind, ſhe lov'd but thee alone. 
HENRY. 

Hear, folemn Jove; and conſcious Venus, hear; 

And thou, bright maid, believe me, whilſt 1 ſwear ; 

No time, no change, no future flame ſhall move 

The well-plac'd baſis of my laſting love. 

O powerful virtue! O viftorious fair! 

At leaſt excuſe a trial too ſevere: 5 

Receive the triumph, and forget the war. 

No baniſh d man, condemn'd in woods to roye, 

Intreats thy pardon, and implores thy love: 

No perjur'd knight deſires to quit thy arms, 

Faiceſt collection of thy ſex's charms, 

Crown of my love, and honour of my youth: 

Henry, thy Henry with eternal truth, 

As thou may'ſt wiſh, ſhall all his life imploy, 

And found his glory in his Emma's joy. 

In me behold the potent Edgar's heir, 

Nluſti ious earl: bim terrible in war 

Let Loyre confeſs; for ſhe has felt his ſword. 

And trembling fied before the Britiſh lord. 

Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows; 

For ſhe amidſt his ſpacious meadows flows ; 
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And fees his num rous herd imprint her ſands. 
And thou, my fair, my dove, ſhalt raiſe thy 
To greatneſs next to empire; ſhalt be brought 
With ſolemn porap to my paternal ſeat; 
Where peace and plenty on thy word ſhall wait. 
Muſic and ſong ſhall wake the marriage-day : 
And while the prieſts accuſe the bride's delay ; 
Myrtles and roſes ſhall obſtruct her way. 
Friendſhip ſhall ſtill thy evening feaſts adorn ; 
And blooming peace ſhall ever bleſs thy morn. 
Succeeding years their happy race ſhall run: 
And age unheeded by delight come on; 
While yet ſuperior love ſhall mock his pow'r : 
And when old time ſhall tura the fated hour, 
Which only can our well-ty'd knot unfold ; 
What reſts of both, one ſepulchre ſhall hold, 
Hence then for ever from my Emma's breaſt 
(That heav'n of ſoftneſs, and that ſeat of reſt) 
Ye doubts and fears, and all that know to move 
Tormenting grief, and all that trouble love, 
Scatter'd by winds recede, and wild in foreſts rove. 
EMMA. 
O day the faireſt ſure that ever roſe! 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes ! 
Sire of her joy, and ſource of her delight ; 
O! wing'd with pleaſure take thy happy flight, 
And give eich future morn a tincture of thy white. 
Yet tell thy votary, potent queen of love, 
Henry, my Henry, will be never rove ? 
R 3 
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Inelines her urn upon his fatten'd lands; | 
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Will he be ever kind, and juſt and good? 

And is there yet no miſtreſs in the wood ? 
None, none there is: the thought was raſh and vain; 
A falſe idea, and a fancy d pain. 

Doubt ſhall for ever quit my ſtrengthen'd heart, 
And anxious je-louſy's corroding ſmart ; 

Nor other iamate ſhall inhabit there, 

But ſoft belicf, young joy, and pleaſing care. 

Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 
And Fortune's various gale unhecded blow. 

If at my feet, the ſuppliant goddeſs ſtands, 
And ſheds her treaſure with unweary'd hands ; 
Her preſent favour cautious I'll embrace, 
And not unthankful uſe the profer'd grace: 
If ſhe reclaims the temporary boon, 

And tries her pinions, flutt'ring to be gone; 
Secure of mind I'll abviate her intent, 

And unconcern'd return the goods ſhe lent. 
Nor happineſs can I, nor miſery feel, 
From any turn of her fantaſtic wheel : 
Friendſhip's great laws, and loves ſuperior pow'rs 
Muſt mark the colour of my future hours. 
From the events which thy commands create 
I muft my bleſſings or my ſorrows date; 
And Henry's will muſt dictate Emma's fate. 

Yet while with cloſe delight and inward pride 
(Which from the world my careful ſoul ſhall hide) 
I ſee thee, lord and end of my defire, 

Exalted high as virtue can require; 
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With pow'r inveſted, and with pleaſure chear'd; 
Sought by the good, by the oppreſior fear'd ; 
Loaded and bleſt with all the affluent ſtore, 

Which human vows at ſmoaking ſhrines implore; 
Grateful and humble grant me to employ 

My life, ſubſervient only to thy joy ; 

And at my death to bleſs thy kindneſs ſhown 

To her, who of mankind could love but thee alone. 


yes thus the conſtant pair alternate ſaid, 
Joyful above them and around them play'd 

Angels and ſpottive Loves, a numerous crowd; 
Smiling they clapt their wings, and low they bow'd: 
They tumbled all their little quivers o'er, 
To chuſe propitious ſhafts, a precious ſtore: 
That when their god ſhould take his future darts, 
To ſtrike (however rarely) conſtant hearts, 
His happy ſkill might proper arms imploy, 
All tipt with pleaſure, and all wing'd with joy: 
And thoſe, they vow'd, whoſe lives ſhould imitate 
Theſe lovers conſtancy, ſhould ſhare their fate. 

The queen of beauty ſtopt her bridled doves ; 
Approv'd the little labour of the Loves; 
Was proud and pleas'd the mutual vow to hear; 
And to the triumph call'd the god of war: 
Soon as ſhe calls, the god is always near. 

Now Mars, ſhe faid, Let fame exalt her voice; 
Nor let thy conqueſts only be her choice; 
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But when ſhe fings great Edward from the field 
Return'd, the hoſtile ſpear and captive ſhield 


In Concord's temple hung, and Gallia taught to 


yield: 
And when, as prudent Saturn ſhall compleat 
The years deſign'd to perfect Britain's ſtate, 


The ſwift-wing'd power ſhall take her trump again, 


To ling her fav'rite Anna's wondrous reign ; 
To recollect unwearied Marlbro's toils, 
Old Rufus? hall unequal to his ſpoils; 

The Britiſh ſoldier from his high command 


Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquiſh'd by his hand : 


Let her at leaſt perform what I deſire; 

With ſecond breath the vocal braſs inſpire; 

And tell the nations in no vulgar ſtrain, 

What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 

And when thy tumults and thy fights are paſt ; 

And when thy lawrels at my feet are caſt; 

Faithful may'ſt thou, like Britiſh Henry prove : 

And Emma-like let me return thy love. 
Renown'd for truth, let all thy ſons appear; 

And conſtant beauty ſhall reward their care. 
Mars ſmil'd, and bow'd: the Cyprian deity 

Turn d to the glorious ruler of the (ky; 

And thou, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, great god of days 


| Aad verſe, behold my deed, and ſing my praiſe, 


As on the Britiſ earth, my f@v'rite iſle, 

Thy gentle rays and kindeſt influence ſmile, 
Thro? all her laughing fields and verdant groves, 
Proclaim with joy theſe memorable loves. 
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Of thy poetic ſons, be ſolemn praiſe, 
And everlaſting marks of honour paid, 
To the true lover, and the Nut-brown Maid. 


THE END OF THE FIRST YOLUMEs 
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